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EPISTLE 1. Har a 


Of the NaTruRE and STATE of MAN, with reſpect to ibe 
ats, 25 „ 
Or Man in the Abſtrat; We can judge only with regard 
to our own Sy/tem, being ignorant of the Relations of Syſtems 
and Things. VERSE 17, Sc. Man is not therefore to be 
deem'd Imperfeft, but a being ſuited to his Place and Rank 
in the Creation, agreeable to the General Order of Things, 
and conformable to Ends and Relations to Him unknown, 
35, Sc. It is partly upon this Hnorance of future Events, 
and partly upon the Hope of a Future State, that all his Hap- 
pineſs in the preſent depends, 77, &c. His Pride, in am- 
ing at more Knowledge, and pretending to more Perfection, 
the Cauſe of his Error and Miſery, 119. The Jupiety of 
putting himſelf in the Place of God, and judging of the Fit- 
neſs, Perfection or Imperfection, Juſtice or Injuſtice, of 
His Diſpenſations, 109. The Aburdity of conceiving him 2 = 


Ee ſelf the Final Cauſe of the Creation, or expecting that Per- 
| ſection in the Moral World, which is not in the Natural, 132 
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to 172. The Unreaſonableneſs of his Complaints againſt Pro- 
vidence, while on the one Hand he demands the Perfections 
} of Angels, on the other the bodily Qualifications of the Brutes, 
: 173. That the Gift of Reaſon alone countervails all the latter, 
and that to poſſeſs any of the Senſitive Faculties in a higher De- 
gree would render him. miſerable. That throughout the 
whole viſible World an Univerſal Order and Cradation in 
theſe is obſerv'd, which cauſes a Subordination of Creature to 
Creature, and of all Creatures to Man. The Gradations of 
Senſe, Inſtinct, Thought, Reflection, Reaſon, 207 to 232. How 
much farther this Order and Subordination of living Crea- 
tures may extend, above and betow us, 233- Were any 
Part of this broken, not that Part only, but the Whole con- 
nected Creation muſt be deſtroyed. The Extravagance, Mad- 
neſs, and Pride of ſuch a Deſire, 259, Sc. Conſequently, 
I, the abſolute Submiſſion due to Providence, both as to our 
5 Preſent and Future State, 281, &c, 
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 -EPISTLE II. 


Of the NATURE and Starz of MAN, with reſpect to- | 
_ __ HiMSELF as an Individual. 


THE Buſineſs of Man not to pry into Gop, but to ſtudy 
Himſelf. His Middle Nature; his Powers and Frailties, and 
the Limits of his Capacity, VER. 1. to 53. His two Princi- 
ples, SELF Love and Rrason, 53s both neceſſary, 39. 


Selſ-Love the ſtronger, and why ? 67. their End the ſame, 81, 


The PASSIONS, and their Uſe, 93, to 132. The PREDO- 
MINANT Pass fox, and its Force, 193, to 160. its Neceſſity 
in diretihg Men to different Purpoſes, 1 51. its Providentiat 
Uſe, in fixing our PxINOIPILES, and aſcertaining our V1R- 
TUE, 175. Virtue and Vice join'd in our Mix'd Nature ; the 
Limits near, yet the Things ſeparate, and evident. What is 
the Office of Reaſon, 203, Sc. How odious Vice in itlelt, 


and how we deceive ourſelves into it, 200. That, how- 


ever, the Ends of Providence and General Good are anſwer'd in 
our Paſſions and Inperfections, 237, Sc. How uſctully they 


are diſtributed to all Orders of Men, 241. how uſeful they 


are to Society, 245, and to Individuals, 261. in every State, 
and 1n every Age of Life, 271, to the End. 


EPISTL 7. 


EPISTLE III. 


Of the Na run and STATE of MAN, with reſpe& tw = 


SOCIETY. 


THE Whole Univerſe: one Syſtem of Saviety,, VBR. 9; Sc. 
Nothing is made wholly for 2%, nor yet wholly for another, 
27. The Happineſs of Animals mutual, 43. Reafor: or Ir. 

inct operate alike to the Good of each Individual, 79. Neu- 
fon or Inſtinct operate to Society, in all Animals, 109. How 
far Society carry d by Inſtinct, 119. how much farther by 
F | Reaſon, 131. Of that which is called the STATE of Na- 
0 I rok, 147. Reaſon inſtructed by Inſtinẽt in the Invention 
| of Arts, 169. and in the Forms of Society, 179. Origin of 

Political Societies, Origin of Monarchy, 211. Patriarchal Go- 

vernment, 215. Origin of True Religion and Government; 
from the ſame Principle, of Love, 226, Sc. "Origin of S 
perſtition and Tyranny, from the ſame Principle, of Fear, 241, 
Sc. The Influence of Self-Love operating to the Sacial and 
Public Good, 269. Reſtoration of true Religion and Govern- 
ment on their firſt Principle, 28g. Mixt Government, 289. 
arious Forms of cach, and the True End of All, gog, &c. 


EPISTLE 


EPISTLE. IV. 


Of the NaTuxE and STATE of MAN, with reſpect to 
| HAPPINESS. | 


HarrixEss ill-defin'd by the Philoſophers, VER. 1 to 19. 
That it is the End of all Men, and attainable by all, 28. 
God governs by general not particular Laws; intends Hap- 
pineſs to be equal, and to be ſo, it muſt be ſocial, ſince all 
particular Happineſs depends on general, 3 5. As it is ne- 
ceſſary for Order, and the Peace and Welfare of Society, that 
External Goods ſhould be unequal, Happineſs is not made to 
conſiſt in theſe, 49. But notwithſtanding that Inequality, 
the Balance of Happineſs among Mankind is kept even by 
Providence, by the t wo Paſſions of Hope and Fear, 67. What 
the Happineſs of Individuals is; as far as is conſiſtent with 
the Conſtitution of this World, 77. That the good Man has 
here the Advantage, 80. The Error of imputing to Virtue 
what are only the Calamities of Nature, or of Fortune, 93. 
The Folly of expecting that God ſhould alter his General 
| Laws in fayour of Particulars, 111. That we are not Judges 
who are good, but that whoever they are, they muſt be haf- 
pbieſt, 131, Sc. That External Goods are not the proper Re- 
wards, often inconſiſtent with, or deſtructive of Virtue, 149. 
But that even theſe can make no man happy without Virtue. 
Inſtanced in Riches, 167. Honours, 184. Birth, 205. 
_ Greatneſs, 217. Fame, 238. Superior Talents, 259, with 
Pictures of human Infelicity in Men poſſeſt of all, 277, &c. 
That VIX TVE ONLY conſtitutes a Happineſs, whoſe Object 
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is univerſal, 309, and whoſe Proſpect eternal, 340. The 
Perfection of which conſiſts in a Conformity to the Order of 
Providence, here, and in a Reſignation to it, here and hereaf- 
ter, 349. Or (in other Words) in Love 97 God, and * 
to all _ &c. to the End. A | 
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EPISTLE I. 


A ! my St. Joan, leave all meaner Things, 
To low Ambition, and the Pride of Kings. 
Let Us (fince Life can little more ſupply 


Than juſt to look about us and to die) | , Wh - p 


Expatiate free, o'er all this Scene of Man, 

A mighty Maze! but not without a Plan; 

A Wild, where Weeds and Flowers promiſcuous ſhoot, 
Or Garden tempting with forbidden Fruit, 

Together let us beat this ample Field, 

Try what the open, what the covert yield, 

The latent Tracts, the giddy Heights 3 

Of all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar, 
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Eye Nature's Walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
And catch the Manners living as they riſe ; 
Laugh where we uu, be candid where we car, 


But vindicate the Ways of Gd to Man, 7 
Say firſt, of C above, or Man below, Ss © 
What can we reaſon, but from what we 4row ? A 
Of Man, what fee we but his Station here, = Li 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer? 7 
Thro' Worlds unnumber'd, tho' the God be nee, A 
*Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 15 
He who thro' vaſt Immenſity can pierce, 

See Worlds on Worlds compoſe one Univerſe, uy 
Obſerve how Syitem into Syſtem runs, = I 
What other Planets circle other Suns; A 
That vary'd Being peoples ev'ry Star; 15 
May tell, why Heav'n has made us as we are. bh Y 
[4 Y But of this Frame the Bearings, and the Ties, 80 
1: | The ſtrong Connections, nice Dependencies, Bp 
1 radations juſt, has thy pervading Soul = Ly 
5 | > Look'd thro'?. or can a Part contain the Whole? 4 

* Is the great Chain that draws all to agree, 
4 f And drawn ſupports, upheld by God, or thee ? 13 
ö Preſumptuous Man! the Reaſon wouldſt thou find v 
4 Why form'd ſo weak, ſo little, and ſo blind; = Br 
{11 Firſt, if thou can'ſt, the harder Reaſon greſs 2 T 
1 Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs ? f * Pol 
1 Aſk of thy Mother Earth, why: Oaks are made. . v 


Taller or ſtronger chan HD made? = by 


FER 
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Or aſk of yonder argent Fields above, 1 
Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove:? 
Of Syſtems poſſible, if tis confeſt 
That Wiſdom infinite muſt form the Be 
Where all muſt fall; or not coherent be, 
And all that riſes, riſe in due Degree 
Then, in the Scale of reas'ning Life tis plain 
There muſt be, /omenvhere, ſuch-a Rank as Man; 
And all the Queſtion (wrangle e'er ſo long) 
Is only this, if God has lac him wwrong ? 
Reſpecting Man whatever wrong we call, 
May, muſt be right, as relative to A. 
In human Works, though labour'd on with Pain, 
A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain; 
In God's one ſingle can ite End produce, 
Yet ſerves to ſecond to ſome other Uſe. 
So Man, who here ſeems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome Sphere unknown, 
Touches ſome Wheel, or verges to ſome Goal; 
"Tis but a Part we ſee, and not the Whole. 


When the proud Steed ſhall know, why Man reſtrains 


His fiery Courſe, or drives him o'er the Plains; 
When the dull Ox why now he breaks the Clod, 


Is now a Victim, and now Egypt's God; 
Then ſhall Man's Pride and Dullneſs comprehend | 


His Action's, Paſſion's, Being's, Uſe and End; 


Why doing, ſuff ' ring, check'd, e and why | 
This Hour a Slave, Wow next a Deity ! 'F 
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Then ſay not Man's imperfect, Heav'n in fault; 

Say rather Man's as perfect as he ought; 

His Being meaſur'd to his State, and Place, 

His Time a Moment, and a Point his Space. 

If to be perfect in a certain Sphere, 

What matter, ſoon or late, or here, or there? 

The bleſt to-day is as completely ſo, 

As who began a thouſand years ago, 

Heav'n from all Creatures hides the Book of Fate, 
All but the Page preſcrib'd, their preſent State, 
From Brutes what Men, from Men what Spirits know, 
Or who could ſuffer Being here below ? 

The Lamb thy Riot dooms to bleed to day, 

Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play ? 
Pleas'd to the laſt he crops the flow'ry Food, 

- Andlicks the Hand juſt rais'd to ſhed its Blood. 
Oh Blindneſs to the future ! kindly giv'n, 

That each may fill the Circle mark'd by Heav'n, 
Who ſees with equal Eye, as Gop of Ali, 

A Hero periſh, or a Sparrow fall, 

Atoms, or Syſtems, into ruin hurl'd, 

- And now a Bubble burſt, and now a World ? 

Hope humbly then; with trembling Pinions ſoar ; 
Wait 15 great Teacher Death, and Gop adore; 
What future Bliſs, he gives not thee to know, 

But gives that Hope to be thy Bleſſing now. 


© Hope ſprings eternal in the human Breaſt 


Man never is, but always 20 be bleſt; 
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The Soul uneaſy, and confin'd at home, 
Reſts, and expatiates in a Life to come. 

Lo! the poor Indian whoſe untutor'd Mind 
Sees Gor in Clouds, or hears him in the Wind ; 
Ulis Soul, proud Science never taught to ſtray, 
Far as the Solar Walk, or Milky Way, 

Yet ſimple Nature to his Hope has giv'n 

Behind the cloud topt Hill an humbler Heav'n, 
dome ſafer World in depth of Woods embrac'd, 
Some happier Iſland in the wat'ry Waſte ; 

Where ſlaves once more their native Land behold, 
No Fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for Gold. 
To be, contents his natural Deſire, 

He aſs no Angel's Wing or Seraph's Fire, 

But thinks, admitted to that equal Sky, 1 
His faithful Dog ſhall bear him Company. 
Go wiſer thou! and in thy Scale of Senſe 

Weigh thy Opinion againſt Providence: ; 

Call ImperfeRion what thou fancy'ſt ſuch, 

Say, here he gives too little, there too much ; 


Deſtroy all Creatures for thy Sport or Gut, 


Yet cry, if Man's unhappy, God's unjuſt, 
It Man alone, engroſs not Heavn's high Care, 
Alone, made perfect here, immortal there: 


Snatch from his Hand the Balance and the Rod, 


Re- judge his Juſtice, Be the Gop of Gop! 
in pride, in reas' ning Pride our Error lies; 


All quit their Sphere, and ruſh into the Skies. 
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Pride ſtill is aiming at the bleft Abodes, 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 
Aſpiring to be Gods if Angels fell, 
Aſpiring to be Angels, men rebel: 
And who butwiſhes to invert the Laws 
Of Os D RR, ſins againſt th' Eternal Cauſe. 
Aſk for what End the heavenly Bodies ſhine ? 
Earth for whoſe Uſe ? Pride anſwers, © Tis for mine: 
«« For me kind Nature wakes her genial Pow'r, 


« Suckles each herb, and ſwells outev'ry flows, - 


„ Annual for me, the Grape, the Roſe renew 
« The Juice neRareous, and the balmy De-; 
For me, the Mine a thouſand Treaſures brings, 


«« For me, Health guſhes from a thoufand Springs; 


«© Seas roll to waft me, Suns to light me riſe; 
« My Footſtool Earth, my Canopy the Skies,” 

Buterrs not Nature from this gracious End, 
From Burning Suns when livid Deaths deſcend, 


2 


When Earthquakes ſwallow, or when Tempeſts ſweep 


Towns to one Grave and Nations to the Deep? 
« No ('tis reply'd) the firſt Almighty Cauſe 
. Acts not by partial, but by gen ral Laws ; 


6 'Th' Exceptions few; ſome Change ſince all began 


« And what created perfect? Why then Man? 

If the great End be human Happineſs, 

Then Nature deviates, and can Man do leſs ? 

As much that End a conſtant Courſe requires 
Of Show'rs and Sunſhine, as of Man's Defires 4 


EA af AY eat: 
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ESSAY ON MAN, 17 


As much er Springs and edlen Skies, 


As Men for ever temp'rate, calm and wiſe. 
Tf Plagues or Earthquakes break not Heaven's Deſign, 


Why then a Borgia, or a Cataline ? £3 
Who knows but He whoſe Hand the Lightning forms, 


Who heaves old Ocean and who rules the Storms; ; 


Pours fierce Ambition in a Cæſar's Mind, 
Or turns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge Mankind. 
From Pride from Pride, our very Reas'ning ſprings ; 
Account for moral, as for nat'ral Things 


Why charge we Heav'n in thoſe, i n theſe acquit ? 


In both to reaſon right, is to ſabmit. 
Better for Us, perhaps it might appear, 

Were there all Harmony, all Virtue here; 

That never Air or Ocean felt the Wind; 

That never Paſſion diſcompos'd the Mind; 

But all ſubſiſt by Elemental Strife; 

And Paſſions are the Elements of Life, 

The general Ox p RA, ſince the Whole began, 

Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man, 
What would this Man? now upward will he ſoar, 

And little leſs than Angel, would be more; 

Now looking downward, juſt as griev'd appears 

To want the Strength of Bulls, the Fur of Bears. 

Made for his Uſe all Creatures if he call, | 

Say what their Uſe, had he the Pow'rs of all? 
Nature to theſe, without Profuſion kind, 

The proper Organs, proper Pow'rs aſſign'd; 
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Each ewig Wang aa ad. af! 218M 
Here, with Degrees of Swiftneſs, there, of Sate 5 
All in exact Proportion to the State:; lo zaboM 18daW 
Nothing to add, and nothing to abat. od Þ 
Each Beaſt, each Inſect, happy in his oπ n = 20 
Is Heav'n unkind to Man, and Man ulone? | 04 
Shall he alone, whom rational wecall 065 H 10 
Be pleas'divirk nothing, if notbleſtiwich/ all?» 1-113 07 
Ihe Bliſs of Man (could Fride that Bleſſing find all 
Is not to act or think beyond Mankind; 2199] 
No Pow'rs of Body or of Soul to ſnarecc, os nt 
But what lis Nature and his State can bear. 10 
Why has not Man a miſcroſcopie Eye? N woH 
For this plain Reaſon, Man is not a Fl); α,jʒ 
Say of what uſe, were finer Optics wens 1&0) riwT 
1” inſpeR a Mite, not comprehend the Heav m: 10't WM 1 
Or Touch, if tremblingly alive all oe? , Wl 1 
ro ſmart and agonize at ev'ry Pore Wl 
Or quick Effluvia darting thro? the Brain? ibicn baP. 
Die of a Roſe in aromatic Pain, 19999 19 Y 
If Nature thunder'd in his opening ark; 21113 30031 
And ſtunn'd him with the Muſic of the Sphetegyi59(du* 
How would he wiſh, that Heav'n had left him ftil PIT 
The whiſp'ring Zephyr; and the purling Rill ß e 
Who finds not Providence all good and _, C113. 996 
Alike in what it gives nene fp 361% ILAN 
Far as Creation/s ample: rage extends AA | 
Ihe ſcale of ſenſual; mental Powers aſcend: 


a AR. 


Or 
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Mark how:i — 'to Man' a'>iniperidT k Race 
From the green Myriads in the peopled Gchſa ft! 51517 
What Modes of Sight, betwixt each wide extreme 11S, 
The Mole's dim Curtain; and the Lynx's Beamte 
Of Smell, the headlong Lioneſs between 
And Hound ſagacious: on the tainted Green; 27 
Of Hearing, from the Life that fills the Eloods od 11:04 
To that which warbles thro the-vernal Wood 25-14 9 
The Spider's Touch ha exquiſitely fine; 1 3 
Feels at each Thread, and lives along the Line: 
In the nice Bee, what Senſe ſo ſubtly true 
From pois'nous Herbs extracts the healing Dew. iu | 
How Inſtinct varies ! in the groveling Stvinegn 
Compar'd half reas'ning Elephaant with thine. 
Twixt that, and Regan, what a nice ate 5 1 * 
For ever ſeparate, yet for ever neee: 
Remembrance, and Reflection, how ally'd; " oþ 
What thin Partitions Senſe from Thought divide! 
And middle Natures, how they long to Nee Tires 
Yet never paſs th' inſaperable Linee hl 
Without this juſt Gradation, could tive ben 51352 i 
Subjected theſe to thoſe, or all to the? A 1 
The Powirs of all ſubdu'd by thee alonmee. 
Is not thy Reaſon all thoſe Pow'rs in one? · 8 
See, thro' this Air, this Ocean, and this Ranks! 

All Matter quick, and hurſting into Birth. | 
Above, how high progrefliye: Life may go? 
Around, how wide? how deep extend below | - 


No Glaſs can reach! from Infinite to Thee 


| Where one Step broken, the great Scale's deſtroy 'd: 


Tenth, or ten thouſandth, breaks the Chain alike. -- ; - 


Or Hand to toil, afpir'd to be the Head? 


ESSAY ON MAN. 


Vaſt Chain of Being! which from God began, 
Natures æthereal, human, Angel, Man, 
Beaſt, Bird, Fiſh, Infet! what no Eye can ſee, 


From Thee to Nothing On ſuperior Pow'rs 
Were we to pteſs, inferior might on ours ; 
Or in the full Creation leave a Void, N 


From Nature's Chain whatever Link you ſtrike, 


And if each Syſtem in Gradation roll 
Alike eſſential to th' amazing Whole; of. 
"The leaſt Confuſion but in one, not al! 
That Syſtem only, but the Whole muſt fall. 


Let Earth unbalanc'd from her Orbit fly, | 5 
Planets, and Suns rufh lawleſs thro' the Sy, | 


Let ruling Angels from their Spheres be hurl'd, 


Being on Being wreck'd, and World on World, | 

Heaven's whole Foundation to the Centre nod, 

And Nature tremble to the Throne of God, ; 

All this dread Ox ER break—For whom? for thee? - 

Vile Worm! O Madneſs! Pride! Impiety! 5 ö 
What if the Foot, ordain'd the Duſt to tread, 


What if the Head, the Eye, or Ear, repin'd 
ro ferve mere Engines, to the ruling Mind? 


( 
] 
( 
8 
8 
8 
C 
A 
A 


Juſt as abſurd, for any Part to claim 
Jo be another in this gen'ral Frame: 


Submit — 


ESSAY ON MAN. 8 


Juſt as abſurd to mourn the Taſks or Pains, 
The great directing Mi xp of ALL ordains. 

All are put Parts of one ſtupendous Whole, 
Whoſe Body Nature is, and God the Soul; 2a 
That, chang'd thro' all, and yet in all the ſame, 
Great in the Earth, as in the Æthereal Frame. 
Warms in the Sun, refreſhes in the Breeze, 
Glows in the Stars, and bloſſoms in the Trees, 
Lives thro” all Life, extends thro' all Extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent, 
Breathes in our Soul, informs our mortal Part, 
As full, as perfect, in a Hair, as Heart. 1 
As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, +. . 7 
As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns; BY 175 
To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 

Ceaſe then, nor Ox DER Im perfection name: 
Our proper Bliſs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own Point. This kind, this due Degree 
Of Blindneſs, Weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows on thee.. 
in this, or any other Sphere. 


Secure to be as bleſt as thou can'ſt bear: 

Safe in the Hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r,. 

Or in the natal, or the mortal Hour, 

All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee ; 

All Chance, Direction which thou canſt not ber. 


22  _B88AY ON Max. | 
Al Diſcord, Harmony not underſtood; | 

All partial Evil, univerſal Good; 

And ſpight of Pride, in erring Reaſon 8 ſpi ght, 

One truth is clear, © Whatever is, is Right,” 
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Know then thyſelf, preſume not God to ſcan? \ 
The proper Study of Mankind is Man. 

Plac'd on this Iſthmus of a Middle State, 
A Being darkly wiſe, and rudely great : 
With too mach Knowledge for the Sceptic Side, 
With too much Weakneſs for the Stoic's Pride, 
He hangs between; in doubt to act, or reſt, 
In doubt to deem himſelf a God or Beaſt; 
In doubt, his Mind or Body to prefer 
Born but to die, and reas'ning but to err, „5 
Alike in Ignorance, his Reaſon ſuch, 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much. 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion all confus'd, 
Still by himſelf abus'd, or diſ-abus d; . 
Created half to riſe, and half to fall ; | 
Great Lord of all Things; yet a Prey toall ; 
Sole Judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd : 
The Glory, Jeſt, and Riddle of the World! 
Go wondrous Creature! mount where Science guides 
Co meaſure Earth, hr, and tate the Tides, 
Inſtruct the Planets in 1 Gibs to run, | 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun. 


ESSAY, ON MAN. 


Go ſoar with Plata to thi Ba Sphere, 
Jo the firſt Good, firſt perfect, and firſt Fair; 
Or tread the mazy Round his Followers trod, 


And quitting Senſe call /mitating God. „ Ce XA 
As Eaſtern Prieſts in giddy Circles run, 15 
And turn their Heads to imitate the Sans. 
Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule; EA 


Then drop into Thyſelf, and be a Fool! 


Superior Beings, when of late they ſaw _ wo 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, IG, 


Admir'd fach Wiſdom in an earthly Shape, 
And ſhew'da Nxwro as we ſhow an Ape. i! nh 


Could He, whoſe Rules the rapid Comet bind. 
Deſcribe or fix one Movement of the Mino? 
Who ſaw its Fires here rife, and there deſcend, +) 


Explain his own Beginning,” or his End? hrs i} 
Alas what Wonder! Man's fuperior Part 


Uncheck'd may riſe and climb from Art to Art; 
But when his own great Work is but begun, 
What Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undone. 
Trace Science then, with Modeſty thy Guide; 
Firſt ſtrip off all her Equipage of Pride; 

Deduct what is but Vanity or Dreſs, 


Or Learning's Luxury or Idleneſs, 


Or Tricks to ſhew the Staad of Human Brain, 5 
Mere curious Pleaſure, e enious Pain; 3 
Expunge the Whole, or xi th excreſcent Parts . 


Of all our Vices, have — Arts: 5 TY 


| ESSAY ON MAN. 


T hen ſee how little the remaining Sum, 
Which ſerv'd the paſt and muſt the Times to come. 
Two Prineiples in Human Nature reign ; 1 
Ieh Self Lowe, to urge ; and Reaſon, to reſtrain ; 
Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call: 
Fach works its End, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper Operation ftill 
Aſcribe all Good; to their improper, Ill. 
Sel/-Lowe, the Spring of Motion, acts the Soul; 
8 Rea ſim's comparing Balance rules the Whole; 
LMuian, but for that, could to no 4#i7 tend, 
N A And but for this, were active to no Erd, 
Fi'd ike a Plant to his peculiar Spot, 
Jo draw Nutrition, propagate, and rot; 
Or Meteor: like flame lawleſs through the Void, 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deſtroy d. 

Moſt Ssrength the moving Principle requires, 
Active its Taſk, it prompts, impels, infpires: 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 
Form'd but to check, delib'rate, and adviſe. 
Sele Love, ſtill ſtronger, as its Objects nigh z 
Reaſom's at Diſtance and in Proſpect lye; 

That ſees immediate Good by preſent Senſe, 
Reaſon the future, and the Conſequence: 
Thicker than Arguments, | emptations throng, 


3 
At beſt more wwazch/ul this hut that more /?r gs 
The Action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend, 


Tg Reaſon ſtill z/e, to Reafon ftill attend: 


Iii real Good, or ſeeming, moves them all: Far 


Their Virtue, fd, tis fixed as in 2 Froſt. 2b 


But Strength of Mind is O 3A 
The rifing Tempeſt puts in Act ihe Soul, * 4 
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Attention, Habit and Experience gains; ew ei nO Ml 
Each ſtrengtheng Reaſon and Self- Loye teſttains Wl | 
Let ſubtle Schoolmen teach theſe! Friends to ſight o 

] 


More ſtudions.to divide, than to unite,” 93; 21yyo0m off 


And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and: Reaſoniſplit; 
With all the raſh Dexterity of Wit. „fol bas b xm tor i. 
Wits, juſt like Fools, at War about ar Ma , oHoAT MN" 


Have full as oft, 20 Meaning or, ο,tdñbl e 1d w 117 WY | 
C 


Self-Love and;Reaſon-to one End aſpine: 43d Soiſtue 
Pain their Averſion, Pleaſure their Dæſite : ,jẽ 
But gredy that its Object would dexaur. | 
This taſte the Honey and not wound ihe Flow'ri 18H 
Pleaſure, er wrong or rightly underſtoodd, d 
Our greateſt; Evil, or our greateſt Gd. 58MM 

Modes of Self-Love, the Pass10Ns:we may aa off 


A LL TAY nd 


But ſince not every Good we can di,; 911 
And Reaſon, bids us for ur ow# provide: bab 
Paſſions, tho ef-, if their Means be fair, 21 
Lift under Reaſan, and deſerve her Care:; „1501 


þ 
P 
T 
_ Thoſe that imparted, court a nobler Aim, 47 
Exalt their kind, and take ſome: Virtus Names: itit> a0 IO 
H 
A 
A 

| 


In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt. f 


Contracted all, retiring to ie Fe 30 2205 bo 


Parts it my wake, bares the Whole. _ 


ESSAY: om NaN. 2 


On Life) 8 aſk Obeag, Alvertchy we ain dr H 1019 
Reaſon the Card, but Paſſion is the Gale: f 054 
Nor Gov alone in the ſtill Calm we fine, f ut 191 
He mounts the Storm, and avalks upon e 210M 

Paſſions h like Elements, tho' born to fight 4 
Yet mix'd and ſoftenꝭd in this Work unite RY ls d 
Theſe, *tis enough to venmper and employ, > 23 tour e 
But what compoſes Mun can Man weftroy 22 ** || 01 7811 
Suffice that Reaſon Reeps to Nature's Road. 2 
Subject, compound them, follow her, and — 5 nisT 

Love, Hope, and Joys fair Pleaſure's ſmiling Train! 
Hate, Fear, andiGrief the Family of Pain; in 
Theſe mix'd with Aft, and to due Bounds confin d 
Make, and maintain, the Ballance of the Mind? 11 
The Lights and Shades, whoſe well aceorded ren 


Gives all the Strengib and Colour of our Life. 5 15 
Pleaſures are ever in our Hands or Eyes, Y 798 
4 


brit And when in Act they ceaſe, in Proj les 49.8% DOA 
191 I Preſent to graſp, and future ftill to find. —_ 7 
o TW The whole Employ of Body and of Mind. ng * 
All ſpread their Charms, but charm not WY Nod 
30 On diff rent Senſes diff rent Objects ſtriker : .] 


Hence diff rent Paſſions more or leſs inflame: 
s ſtrong, or weak; the Organs of e 0 
And hence one Maſter Paſſion, tin the Breaſt, t.. 


Like Aaron's Serpent, ſwallows up the reſt. 
[oY As Man perhaps the Moment of his Breath, Zu. 961. 
Keceives the lurking Principle of Deaths? 11 1 


— 


Wi, Spirits, Faculties, but make it worſem; 


ESSAY ON MAN. 


The young Diſeaſe as wk abs at un 
Grows with his Growth and N with his 


Strength. Hee 2M ni | k 
So, caſt and mingled with his very Frame, 2 
The Mind's Diſeaſe, its ruling Paffon came 5 | 


Each vital Humour which ſhould feed the Whole, 


Soon flows to hi in Body and in Soul 7 © +4 


Whatever warms the Heart, or fills the Head. 


Imagination plies her dangerous Art, 3140 
And pours it all upon the peccant Patt. 
Nature its Mother, Habit is its Nurſe 


Reaſon itſelf but gives it Edge and Pow r. 
As Heaven's bleſt Beam turns Vinegar more ſowir; 
We, wretched Subjects tho? to lawful Sway 
In this weak Queen, ſome Fav'rite till obe, 


Ah! if ſhe lends not Arms, as wells as Rules, 1:7 
What can ſhe more than rell us we are Fools? | 
Teach us to mourn our Nature, not to mend, an 

A ſharp Accuſer, but a helpleſs Friend e Oe 


Or from a Judge turn Pleader, to perſuade 
The Choice we make, or juſtify it made; 
Proud of an eaſy Conqueſt all along, 7, 
She but removes weak Paſſions for the Strong; 
So, when ſmall Humours gather to the Gout, 


The Doctor fancies he has driv'n em out, E: 


<* 


* 


And all alike, find Reaſon on their Side. 


E Nasen s Road muſt ever be n 
Reaſon is here no Gaide but ſtill a Guard; 4 
"Tis her's to rectig, not overthrow, 

And treat this Paſſion more as Friend than Foe: 
A mightier Pow'r the ſtrong Direction ſends, 
And ſeveral Men impels to ſeveral Ends: 
Like varying Winds, by other Paſſions toſt, 

This drives them conſtant to a certain Coaſt, - 

Let Pow'r or Knowledge, Gold or Glory, ner, 2 
Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the Love of Eaſe 5 
Thro' Life 'tis follow'd, even at Life's Expence; 
The Merchant's Toil, the Sape's Indotence, ie 
The Monk's Humility, the Hero's Pride, 


Th' Eternal Art, edueing Good from III, 
Grafts on this Paſſion our % Principle 
*Tis thus, the Mercury of Man is fix d, 
Strong grows the Virtue with his Nature mix dj 
The Droſs cements what elſe were too refin'd, va 
And in one Int'reſt Body acts with Mind. | 

As Fruits ungrateful to the Planter's Care, X 
On Savage Stocks inſerted, learn to bear; x, ESQ] 
The ſureſt Virtues thus from Paſſions ſhoot, | F 
Wild Nature's Vigour working at the Root. 4 
What Crops of Wit and Honeſty appear, — 
From Spleen, from Obſtinacy, Hate, or Fear! 

See Anger, Zeal and Fortitude ſupply ; 
Ev'n Av'rice, Prudence; Stoth, Philoſophy ; 
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Envy, to which ignoble Mind's a Slave ;: 
Is Emulation in the Learn'd or Brave? 
Luſt, thro? ſome certain Strainers well refin'dꝰ.7 147 
Is gentle Love, and charms all Woman. kind 9:5 24 
Nor Virtue, Male or Female, en WefhA Be wa Me al 
But what will: grow on Pride, or gro dn Shame: 1A 

Thus Nature gives us (let itt check our Pride) of 
The Virtue neareſt to our Vice.alty"g3-1 21 exnilr 309 
Reaſar the Bias turns to Good from dub ov ions of vs 
And Nero reigns a Titzs; if he wills} 5113 % 10 
Tue fiery. Soul abhorr'd in CaHuk. ed 


In Decius charms; in Curtiut is divine. | 1:4 T 
The ſame Ambition can deſtroy or ſave, reer [ 
| 


And makes a Patriot as it makes a Knave, 5 


This Light and Dart gi ini our — en. 


What ſhall divide? The God within Ae 13 B 
Tho' each by Turns the other's Bound invade, 
As in ſome well- wrought Picture Light and Shade, 


And oft ſo mix, the Diff rence is too ni, 


Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice: 
Fools! who from hence into the Notion fallzauo = 
That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. In e V 
If white and black, blend, ſoften, and unte e \ 
A thouſand Ways; is there no black and White? 
Aſk your own Heart, and nothing is ſo plana; 
"Tis to m;Nakethemy coſts the Time and Pam. 
Vice is a Monſter of ſo frightful Mien 


As, to be hated, needs but to be cen {} +1 2 * 43} {; abt [ / 7 
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ey 


—_— — 


— AS RD > 


But ſeen. too.9f1;/familiar with, ber Faces % 07 -; val 


We firſt endure,” then;pity,, then embrace. oil el 


But where thy Hr me of Vice, was,ne'er-agreed : 4, j 
Aſk where g the Neri ih / at York tis on the Tn. 
In Scotland, at the Oncades, and there wi 
At Greenland, Senbla, or the Lord knows where 9 495 
No creature owns it in the firlt; Degree, 
But thinks his Neighbour farther patent 7 9dT 
Ev'n thoſe who dwell:beneatb its very Zone: 
Or never feel the Rage, or never .] n; wh bak 
What happier Naturesſhrink at with Aſtrign, 


The hard Inhabitant eontends is Right. ni Lan 


Virtuous and, vicious ev'ry, Man muſt be, 
ew in th' Extreme, but all in the Derr? 1 b, 


| The Rogue and Fool, by Fits, is fair and wiſe, 


And ev'n the Beſt, by Fits, what they deſpiſ 
"Tis but hy Paris we follow Good or Ill, 4 
For, Vice or Virtue, Sei directs it ſtill 4 
Each Individual ſeeks a ſev'ral Gall; 


But HEAv' xis great View is Oze, and that the Won E. | 


That counttr-works each Folly and Caprice» ' 00 


That diſappoints th. Effect of ev'ry Vice, 14 Tl | 


T hat happy Frailties to all Ranks apply d, Eh AHA I 
Shame to the Hingin, to the Matron Pride, 11 
Fear to the Stateſman, Naſhngſt to the Chief, - | 
To Kings Profimpiiony and to Crowds Belief, | 
That Virtue's Ends from Janity can raiſcc 

Which ſeeks no Int'reſt, no Reward but PraiſdQG. 
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Not one will change his Neighbour with;himſelfs.> ba 


The Fool is happy, that he knows no more. af 


And builds on. Wants, Rp on 1 e of Mina ile Fi 4 
The Foy, the Peace, the Glory, of Man kin 
Heav'n forming each on other to depend, Hes : 
A Maſter, . or a Servant, or a Friend, el +1211 t\ 
Bids each on other for Aſſiſtance call M 
Till ane Man's Weakneſs grows the Strength of all.. 
Wants, Frailties, Paſſions, cloſer ll alix #2651 WM 
The common Int' reſt, or endear the ye: 5 36 11 BN * 


To heſe we owe true Friendſhip, Love ſincete, 
Each home: felt Joy that Life inherits here; 21od'l 


3 


Yet from the ſame we learn, in its Decline, „ dog] 
Thoſe Joys, thoſe Loves, thoſe Int reſts to refhgns bal 
Taught half by Reaſon, half by mere Decay, it ad 
To welcome Death, and calmly paſs away. i a 

Whate'er the Paſſion, Knowledge, Fame, or elf. 


The Learn'd are happy, Nature to explore: 1 


„ Ro % A tea 


The Rich are happy in the Plenty given +14 ns © a3 
be Boor contents him with the Care of Heav Det; ail 
See the blind Beggar dance, the Cripple ling, . 

'The Sot a Hero, Lunatic a King, | 

The ſtarving Chymiſt in his golden Views, 


* 
a - oP 


Supremely bleſt, the Poet in his Muſe. 


See! ſome ſtrange Comfort ev'ry State attend, 


And Pride beſtow d on all, a common Friend; 


See! ſome fit Paſtan ev ry Age ſupply, 
Hape travels thro', nor quits us when we die. 
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FPehold the Child by Nahare's kindly Law, R 

217 WM Pleas'd with a Rattle, tickled with a Straw; 

Some livelier Plaything gives his Youth delight, 

Alittle louder, but as empty quite: 1 

W Scarfs, Garters, Gold amuſe his riper Stage, _ 4 

„And Beads and Pray'r- books are the Toys of Ave + 

Pleas'd with this Bauble ſtill as that before 

Till tir'd he ſleeps, and Life's poor Play iz oe er. 
Mean while Opinion gilds with varying Rays RS. 

Thoſe painted Clouds that beautify our Days; „ ** 

Each want of Happineſs by Hope ſupply'd, 1721 

And each Vacuity of Senſe by Pride. U 

Theſe build up all that Knowledge can deſtroy; . 

7 In Folly's Cup ſtill laughs the Bubble, 75 

One Proſpect loſt, another ſtill we gain, 

And not a Vanity is given in vain; | 

Even mean Self. Love becomes by Force divine, 

The Scale to meaſure others Wants by thine. 

See? and confeſs, one Comfort ſtill muſt riſe, 

"Tis this, tho“ Max's a Fool, yer Gop is wis E. 


„ 


FS8AT ON MAN. 
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EPISTLE III. 


HERE then we reſt. The Univer/al Canje, | 
Acts to oe Exd, but acts by various Laws. 
In all the. Madneſs of ſuperfluous Health, 
The Trim of Pride, and Impudence of Wealth, NP: 
Let this great Truth be preſent Night and Day z 
But moſt be preſent, if thou preach or pray, | 
Look round our World: Behold the Chain of Loxe 
Combining all below, and all above, 
See, plaſtic Nature moving to this End, 
The ſingle Atoms each to other tend; 
Attract, attracted to, the next in Place; 
By Nature form'd its Neighbour to embrace. 
Behold it next with various Life endu'd 
Preſs to one Centre ſtill, the Gen ral Good. 
See, dying Vegetables Life ſuſtain, 
See, Life diſſolving vegetate again. 
All Forms that periſh other Forms ſupply, 
By Turns they catch the vital Breath, and die; 
Like Bubbles on the Sea of Matter born, : 
They riſe, they break, and to the Sea return, 
Nothing is foreign: Parts relate to Whole: 
One * All- preſerving Soul 


11 
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ConneRs each Being, greateſt with the leaſt; 
Made Beaſt in Aid of Man, and Man of Beaſt : 
Each ſerv'd and ferving ; nothing ſtands alone; 
The Chain holds on, and where it ends nrinown. 
Has Gop, thou Fool! work'd ſolely for thy Good, 
Thy Joy, thy Paſtime, thy Attire, thy Food ? 
Who for thy Table feeds the wanton Fawn, 


Por him as kindly ſpreads the flow'ry Lawn, 


WC 


Is it for thee the Lark aſcends and fings ? 

F:y tunes his Voice, Joy elevates his Wings, 

Is it for thee the Linnet pours his Throat ? 

Loves of Bis own, and Raptures ſwell the Note. 

The bounding Steed you pompouſly beſtride, 

Shares with his Lord the Pleaſure and the Pride. 

ls thine alone the Seed that ſtrows the Plain ? 

The Birds of Heav'n ſhall vindicate their Grain, 

Thine the full Harveſt of the Golden Year; 

Part pays, and juftly, the deferving Steer: 

The Hog that plows not nor obeys thy Call, 

Lives on the Labours of this Lord of All. 
Know, Nature's Children all divide her Care; 

The Fur that warms a Monarch, warm'd a Bear, 


While Man exclaims, fee all Things for my Uſe! 

See Man for mine, replies a pamper'd Gooſe: 

And juſt as ſhort of Reaſon, he muſt fall, | 

Who thinks A made for One, not Oze for AD. 
Grant that the Pow'rful ftill the Weak controul, 

Be Man the Mit and Tyrant of the Whole. 
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Nar ux that Tyrant òheclæs che oy knO“s 15419dW 
And fesldanother's Creature's Wants and Wes. 
Say, will the Falcon ſtoopiug from above? Fe 
Smit withher vary ing Plumage, ſparethe Jovet bf. 
Admires the Jay the Inſe&'s gilded Wingbd, v 60 
Or hears the Hauk, when Philumela ſingss 360 V0 
Man cares for all: To Rirds he gives his Woddggo0! 59/1 
To Beaſts his Paſtures; and to: Fiſſi his Hoodszon 2918.) 
For ſome, his Int'reſt prompts hi m to provide, 1 211835 


For more his Pleaſure; yet for more his Pride anf i, 
All feed, on one vain Patron, and enjoyo 01 οπτ n 911% 


Th? extenſi ve Bleſſing of his Luxury. 007 iH olidW 
That very Life his pining Hunger craues p yd i 


He faves from Famine, from the Savage ſaves a foi 


Nay, feaſts the Animal he dooms his Feaſt, 001 eidT 
And till he ends the Being, makes it bleſt; O 0 
Which ſees no more the Stroke, nor feels the Paim 2592 


Than favour'd Man by Touch Ethereal ſtain. ni; 400 


The Creature had his Feaſt of Life before; A DA 


Thou too muſt periſh, when thy Feaſt, is der! 2 al 


To each unthinking Being, Heav'n a Friend. 
Gives not the uſeleſs Knowledge of its End ul oT 
To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a Views: . 


As while he dreads it, makes him hope it tog. big 


The Hour conceal d. and ſo remote the Fear, 


Death ſtill draws nearer, never ſeeming near. 
Great ſtanding Miracle! that Heav'n aſſign d v1 
Its only thinking Thing, this Turn of Mind. 62H 


1 * 
" - * . 


bw A. 42 „ I hot tow 


Whether with Reafen; or r wich Iftine left]: 2b A 
Know, all enjoy that Power which /zits|'emmbeffot bl 
To Bliſs, alike, by that Direction tend, 457 
And find the Means proportion'd to their End. 11mg 
Say, where ful} [of1@'is/ th* unerring Guide. 
What Pope or Cauntii can they need beſiddeʒs 3) 
Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, 050d 
Cares not: for Servite, or but ſerves when tf 9d of 
Stays till weeall; and then not often neargy@\ mol. 10 
But honeſt Inſtict comes à Volunteer. | 1% J 2100 STO tt — 
Sure never to o'er-ſhootz but juſt to hitte 
While {till too wide or-ſhort is Human Wit; "a1 
Sure by quick Nature Happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier Reaſon labours at in van. 
This too ſerves2/wayzs, Reaſon never long; 
One muft go right, the other may go wrong, 

Sees then th aing and comparing Powers, 

One in their Nature, which are two in our; 
And Reaſon raiſe oer Inſtinct as you can; 


In = tis God directs; i In. that tis Man. 301 $3Q{! 1 


ho kawgit the Nations of the Field and 1 Wood: 
* ſhun the Poiſon, and to chuſe their Food e 
Preſcient, the Fides or Tempeſts to withſtand. 
Build on thè M of Arch beneath en Dis 
Who made the Spider Parallels deſigu, 
Sure as De eee, eee eee Dink dis 
Who bid the Stork, \Collmbai-likepetÞlorec!! 169145 
Heav'as nbv 8th Viz nd Wwe GAkhoie boots @ - 
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Who calls thi — Antics the certain Day, 


Who forms the Phalanx, -and who point the Way ? 


GOD, in the Nature of each Being, founds © 


Its proper Bliſs, and ſets its proper Bounds : 


But as he fram'd a Whole, the Whole to bleſs f 
On mutual Wants built mutual Happineſs : 
So from the firſt, Eternal Order ran, 

And Creature link'd to Creature, Man to Man. 
Whate'er of Life all-quickening #:her keeps, 

Or breathes thro? Air or ſhoots beneath the Deeps 

Or pours profuſe on Earth: one Nature feeds 


The wital Flame, and ſwells the gerial Seeds. 


Not Man alone, but all that roam the Wood, 

Or wing the Sky, or roll along the Flood, 

Each loves 1:/f, but not itſelf alone, 

Each Sex deſires alike, till 2c are one * 

Nor ends the Pleaſure with the fierce Embrace; 
All love themſelves, a third Time in their Race. 


The Beaft, the Bird, their common Charge attend. 
The Mothers nurſe it, and the Sires defend; 


The Young diſmiſs'd to wander Earth or Air, 

There ſtops the Inſtinct, and there ends the Care, 

The Link diſſolves, each ſeek a freſh Embrace, 
Another Love ſucceeds, another Race. 

A longer Care Man's helpleſs Kind demands; 

That longer Care contracts more laſting Bands: | 
Reflefion, Reaſon, ſtill the Ties improve, | 4 
At once extend the Int'reft, and the Love: en 
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With Choice we fix, with Sympathy we burn, 1 
Each Virtue in each Paffian takes its Turn; 
And ſtill new Needs, new Helps, new Habits riſe 1255 
That graft Benevolenee on Charities NN 
Thus as oe Brood, and as another roſe, 

Theſe ra?*ral Love maintain'd, habitual thoſe; 
The laſt, ſcarce ripen'd into perfect Man, 
Saw helpleſs Him from whom their Life began. 4 
Mem'ry and Forecaſt juſt Returns engage. 
That pointed back to Taurh, this on to Ag 
While Pleaſure, Gratitude and Hape combin'd, 


Still ſpread the Int'reſt, and preſerv'd the Kind. 


Nor think in Nature's State they blindly: trod; 
The State of NATURE was, the Reign of G: 
Self. Love and Social at her Binth began, 
Uxlox, the Bond of all Things, and of Man. 
Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 
Man walk'd with Beaſt, joint Tenant of the Shade; 
The ſame his Table, and the ſame his Bed, 

No Murder eloath'd him, and no Murder fed. 
In the ſame Temple, the reſounding Wood, 
All Vocal Peings hymn'd their equal God: 
Thie Shrine with Gore unftain'd, with Gold undreſt, 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blameleſs Prieſt. 
Heav'n's Attribute was univerſal Care, | 
And Man's Prerogative to rule, but ſpare. 

Ah how unlike the Man of Times to come! 

Of half that live, the Butcher, and the F. WEE 


Who, Foe to Nature, hears the gen ral Groany AY 1 > 


| Murders their Species, and betraßs chi ‚ .. 


But juſt Diſeaſe to Luxury ſucceds, big 5) hS1, 1 . 8 


And eu ry Death its own Avenger Needs: A 2 
The Fury Paſſions from that Blood begabre NN 


And turn'd on Man a fiereer Savage Man. NN * 


See him from Mature riſing ſlow to et NN vw 

To copy Tuſtin then was Nenn s Party W 
Thus then to Man the Voice of Natare fax —- 
Ca, from the Creatures thy Inſtruiori rule: 29111) 


Lear From the Birds æuba- Faud ub N hut lac yi ett 


Lean fromthe Beaſt the. Phyto ub Rel, d wh19 


N AH Building fromthe Bee reterbe ad; 9121 bid 
Learn of the Mole to plarb, the Worm 10 awranely Dok. 
Learn of the liltle Nautilus 15 ai, uo ASN 


Spread the thin Our, and caich tbe driving Gale bak 
Here us all Forms of ſocial Union Ai? 19900) 


« And hence let Reaſon, late inſtru Mantind © aH 
lere fabterrancan Works and Cities ſe, ud 


«© There Towns Hereal on the wwaving'Ti #degnotninod WITT 
Learn each fmall Peaple's Genius, Policies: V nol l 
% The Ants Republic, and the Realm f Bes; tu 
* How theſe in common all their Wealthi buftiovs. 


Aud Anarchy without Confuſion korb en oil th þ 


*© And rig fun euer, th d Monarch arg, ant lirt 
«* Their ſep rate Celli and Propertiesnaintaine + \ 9h 


Mart wvhatunvary'd Laws preſere their State 410 100 
& Laws wiſe as Nalure, and as d a Che: Wa 
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In wainghy Reaſon fret! Webs cath M ,⏑e-e o 
2 « Entangle Juſtice aher Ver of Lawg54% 11208 21 ih 
Ad Right tuo rigid lurden into Wrong," SHCL Ad 
Sill for the Stang tes aun, the Weak to u 0H 
rer Go! and thys dien All the Creatures ſtbuy 50 T 
= % Thus let the Mr make the neff obeys i 9 benin: bn 
do for thoſe: Arts thujt learm i of Brutes be furt. 
X ings ſhall; ctheun Ubem, or as Gbili ad: oF 
) Great Nature {poke obſorvant Men obey d;: ay 
112 Wl Cities were built, Societies were: made: 
9H 


Here roſe one little tale: Another near, 8 


„cee by like Means, and join 'd thro! Lovrior Fears). * 
211 MW Did here the Trees with ruddier Burdens bend}. / 


And there the Streams with purer Rills deſcendęę? 
What V. ar could ravith; Commerce could beſtow, Wa 
And he return'd a Friend, who came a Fe. 


107 I Converſe and Love, Mankind might ſtronghy d 

47 I When Love was Liberty, and Nature Lac 
1d IM Thus States were form'd : the Name of King unknowns | 
rin common Int'reſt plac'd the Sway in One, 
A WM Then VieTuronLY (or in Arts, or Arms, 

fill Diffuſing Bleſſings, or averting Harms) 

The /ame which in a Sire the Sons obey d, 

„A Prince the Father of a People made. 


"Till then, by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch ſate, 


* A Kizg, Prieſt, and Parent of his growing State: 
On him their ſecond Providence they hung, 


heir Law his Eye; their Orucle, his Tongue, 
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He from the wand'ring Furrow call'd their Food, 
Taught to command the Fire, controul the Flood, 
Draw forth the Monfters of the A profound, 
Or fetch th' Aerial Eagle to the Ground. < 
Till drooping, fick'ning, dying, they begann, 
Whom they rever'd as God, to mourn as Man. 
Then, looking up from Sire to Sire explor d. 
One Great, Firſt Father, and that firſt, ador d- 
Or plain Tradition that this All e n', 
Convey d unbroken Faith from Sire to Son, 
The Workman from the Work diſtinct was known, 
And. fomple Reaſon never ſought but Os 
E'er Mit oblique had broke that ſteady Light, 88 
Man, like the Maker; /aw that all was right, 15 
To Virtue in the Paths of Pleaſure trod, 6 
And own'd a Father, when he own'd a Gad. 
Love all the Faith, and all the Allegiance then; 
For Nature knew no Right Divine in Men, 
No Ill could fear in Gop; and underitood 
A Sovereign Being, but a Sovereign Gd. 
True Faith, true Policy, united ran, 
That was but Lowe of Gov, and this of Man. 
Who firſt taught Souls enſlav'd, and Realms undone, 
Th' enormous Faith of Many made for one ? 
That proud Exception to all Nature's Laws; 
T' invert the World, and counteract its Cau/e ? 
Force firſt made Conguef?, and the Conqueſt Law, 
Til Superſtition taught the Tyrant Awe, 
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Then ſhar'd the T yranny, and lent it Aid, 

And Gods of Conqn'rors, Slaves of Subjects made; 

She, midſt the Light ning's 's Blaze, and Thunder's 
- Sannd;, 

When rock'd the Moumtalge, and when groan'd wy 
Ground, 

che tar ght the Weak to bend, the Proudt to pray 

To Power unſeen, and mightier far than they. : 6 

She from the rending Earth, and burſting Skies | 

Saw God's deſcend, and Fiends infernal riſe, 


. Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt Abodes ; 
Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods. 


\ 


Saas, partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 
Whoſe Attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Luft ; ; 
Such as the Souls of Coavards might conceive, Hons | 
And form'd lite Tyrants, Tyrants would believe. | | 
Zeal then, not Charity, became the Guide, | 
And Ilell was built on Spite, and Heaven on Pride. 
Then ſacred ſeem'd th* Ethereal Vault no more; 
Altars grew Marble then, and reek'd with Gore: 
Then Firſt the Flamen taſted living Food; 
Next his grim Idol ſmear'd with human Blood ; 
With Heav'n's own Thunder ſhook the World below, 
And play d the God an Engine on his Foe. 
So drives Se Love, thro' Juſt, and thro' Unjuſt, 
To Oue Man's Power, Ambition, Lucre, Luſt; 
The ſame Self- Love, in All, becomes the Cauſe 
Of what reſtrains him, Government and Laws, 


His Safety muſt his Liberty reſtrain; - 6 1M A 
All join to guard what each deſires to r OM 
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If not Gop's Image, yet his Shadeww dre, : 14 


Taught, not to flack, nor ſtrain its tender Srringzg bn, 4. 


Such is this Wor LD's great Harmony, that ſprings 
From Union, Order, full Conſent of Things! 
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For what one likes, if others. like as wells: 5 00 
What ſeryes one Will, when many Wills rebel * 

How ſhall we keep, what lleeping, or awake, N . 
A weaker may ſurprize, a denke e 164 


"69 eil 
Forc'd into Virtue thus by Self, Defence, bus Aird 4 
Ev'n Kings learn d Juſtice and n 7 M tle +94 
Self- Love forſook the Pach it firſt purſu Ae d Rum IIA 
And found the private in the public goods JJ ils bak 

"Twas then, the ſtudious Head, or gen'rous Minds 

Follower. of Gov,. or friend of human Find, «442, dT 
Poet, or Patriot, roſe, but to reſtore nod 0 
The Faith and Moral, Nature gave beſog :- m 01 
Reſum'd her ancient Light, not kindled neu 
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Taught Pow: rs due Uſe to People and to Kingt. YoeodlT 


The Leſs, and Greater, ſet ſo juſtly true; 
That touchin g one muſt ſtrike the other too, 
And jarring Int'reſts of themſelves create, 
The according Muſic of a well-mix'd State. 


Where Small and Great, where Weak and Mighty made 
To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade, Bets 
More pow'rful each, as needful to the reſt, 1 
And in Proportion, as it bleſſes, bleſt, 9 


ide 


In Faith and Hope Viankind will difa agre 
But all Man VG h4e HAUT F. 80H 
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Draw to one i ib Ll Watte Ul. app 28d 10 
Beaſt, Man, of Agel? Serve Lord Ke des 
For Ferm Uf Ur pr aaf cl Fools contel'; 3 
What e'er is beff #iniRifier'd, is De: n DA 
For Modes of Faith let graceleſs Zealots fi ght; r afl 
His can't be wrông Whoſe E, ife is in OT atof VN 


ee, i OI b not 


All muſt be falfe tHhithivatt this One Gat F 1'26 
And all of Got)" that Wh Mank ind br % , a. 
Vin,” Nke the gef ros Vine fippotted me. 5 
The S rrengt ke gains { From th? EmbiatthO©ght Nes. 
On their own Axis As the Planets run, 7 407 10 04 
Yet make at once the Circle" round che d 0318] of T 
So two conſiſteht Motions act the Soul. * 00 
And one regards Hel, and one the White. © 404) 10n 1 
Thus Gon and Nature link'd the gen'ral Frame, 


And bade Sole Love and Social be the i fare,” ane 
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MAN. 


ESSAY ON 


EPISTLE IV. 


O Harrix Ess! our Being's End and Aim! 

Good, Pleaſure, Eaſe, Content! whate'er thy Name; 

That Something ſtill, which prompts th' eternal Sigh, 

For which we bear to live, nor fear to die; 1 

Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, N 

O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the Fool — and wiſe, 

Plant of Celeſtial Seed ! if dropt below, 

Say, in what mortal Soil thou deign'ſt to grow? 

Fair opening to ſome Court's propitious Shrine, 

Or deep with Diamonds in the flaming Mine, 

Twin'd with the Wreaths Parnaſſian Laurels yield, 

Or reap'd i in Iron Harveſts of the Field? 

Where grows—where grows it not If vain our Toil, 

We ought to blame the Culture, not the Soil: 

Fix d to no Spot is Happineſs ſincere; 5 

*Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where, 

>T1s never to be bought, but always free, 

And fled from Monarchs, ST. Joh x! dwells with Fn: 

| Af of the Learn'd the Way, the Learn'd are blind, 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun Mankind : 

Some place the Bliſs in Action, ſome in Eaſe, 

Thoſe call it Pleaſure, and Contentment theſe ; 


* 
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Some ſank to Beaſts find Pleaſure end in Pain; > 
Some ſwell'd to Gods, confeſs ev'n Virtue vain: 
Or indolent to each Extreme they fall, 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs 


Than this, that Happineſs is Happineſs ? 


Take Natare's Path, and mad Opinions leave, 

All States can reach it, and all Heads conceive ; | 
Obvious her Goods, in no Extreme they dwell, | 
There needs but thinking right and meaning well ! : 
And mourn aur various Portions as we pleaſe, 

Equal is common Senſe and commur. Euſe. 

Remember Man ! © the Univerſal Cauſe 


Adds not by partial, but by general Laws 3 


And makes what Happineſs we juſtly call, 
Subſiſt not in. the Good of one, but all. 
There's not a Bleſſing Individuals find, 

But ſome way leans and hearkens to the Kind, 
No Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with Pride, 
No cavern'd Hermit, reſts felf-ſatisfed ; 


| Who moſt to ſhun or hate Mankind pretend, 


Seek an Admirer, or would fix a-Friend. 
Abſtrat what others feel; what others think, 
All Pleaſures ficken, and all Glories fink ; 
Each has his ſhare, and who would more obtain 
Shall find the Pleaſure pays not half the Pain. 

Op kk is Heaven's firſt Law ; and this confeſt, | 
dome are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 
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More rich, more wiſe : but who Infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common Senſe. 
Heav'n to Mankind impartial we confeſs 

Tf all are equal in their Happineſs : 

But mutual Wants this Happineſs increaſe, 

All Nature's Difference keeps all Nature's Peace, 
Condition, Circumftance,ts\npt the Thing; 
Bliſs is the ſame, in Subject or King; 3 

In who obtain Defence, or who defend ; 

In him who is, or him who finds a Fitend. 


Heav'n breathes, thro every Member of the whole 


One common Bleſling, *as one common Soul: 
But Fortune's Gifts, if each alike poſſeſt, 
And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt? 
If then to all Men Happineſs was meant, 
God in Externals could not place Content. 
Fortune her Gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be call'd unhappy, happy thoſe ; 
But Heav'n's juſt Balance equal will appear, 


While thoſe are plac'd in Hope, and theſe in Fear: 


Not preſent Good or Ill, the Joy or Curſe, 

But future Views, of Better, or of Worſe. 

Oh, Sons of Earth! attempt ye ſtill to riſe 

By Mountains pil'd on Mountains, to the Skies? 


Heav'n ſtill with Laughter the vain Toil ſurveys, 


And buries Madmen in the Heaps they raiſe. 
Know, all the Good that Individuals find, 
Or Gop or Nature meant to mere Mankind. 
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Reaſon s whole PleaC ares, all the Jovs of Senſe, 
Lie in three Words, Health, Peace, and wm Mr 

But Health conſiſts with Temperance alone; © © 
And Peace, fair Virtue !' Peace is all thy oẽ j; 


The Gifts of Fortune Good or Bad may gain IN 2 
But theſe lefs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. 
Say, in Purſuit of Profit or Delight, 402 


Who riſque the moſt, that take wrong Means or nett ? 
Or Vice or Virtue, whether bleſt or curſt. 


Which meets Contempt, or which Compaſſion firſt It a] 
Count-all-th* Advantage proſp'rous Vice attains 


"kk 


Tis but what Virtue flies from, and diſdains 00 


And grant the Bad what Happineſs they wound. 


One they muſt want which is, to paſs for Good. 

Oh, blind to Truth, and Gop's whole Schemebelow! 
Who fancy Bliſs to Vice, to Virtue Wo: 
Who ſees and follows that great Scheme the beſt, 


Beſt knows his Bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. 


But Fools the Good alone unhappy cal, 
For Ills or Aceidents that chance to MI. VP 
See FalLkLAxb dies, the Virtuous and the Juſt! 
See God- like TVs EN NR proſtrate on the Duſt! 
See S1DVEY bleeds amidſt the martial Strife! 

Was this their Virme, or Contempt of Lafer$::3rncfh ly ya 
Say, was it Virtue, more tho Heav'n ne'er Lare, 7 2511 
Lamented Dre BVI ſunk thee to the Grave? 
Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire 
Why, full of Days and Honour; lives the Site? 
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Why 2 Marfeilles od Biſhop purer Birth, 
When Nature ficken'd, and each Gale was Death 7:2 
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Or why ſo long (in Life if long can be) 

Lent Heav'n a Parent, to the Poor, and Me? 
What makes all Phyſical or Moral Ill? 

There deviates Nature, and here wanders Will, 


Gop ſends not IIl, if rightly underſtood, 
Or Partial Ill, is Univerſal Good, 


Or Change admits, or Nature lets it fall, 


Short, and but rare, till Man improv'd it all. 
We juſt as wiſely might of Heav'n complain, 


That righteous Abel was deſtroy'd by Cain, 
As that the virtuous Son is ill at Eaſe, 
When his lewd Father gave the dire Diſeaſe. 


Think we, like ſome weak Prince, th' Eternal Cauſe, 


Prone for his Fav'rites to reverſe his Laws? 

Shall burning Z:ra, if a Sage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recal her Fires? 
On Air or Sea new Motions be impreſt, 
A blameleſs Bethel to relieve thy Breaſt ? 5 
When the looſe Mountain trembles from on high 2 
Shall Gravitation ceaſe, if you go by ? © 
Or ſome old Temple nodding to its Fall, 
For Chartres Head reſerve the hanging Wall? ? 

But ſtill this world {ſo fitted for the Knave 
«Contents us not, A better ſhall we have ? 
A Kingdom of the Juſt then let it be: 
But firſt conſider how thoſe Juſt agree, 


ſe, 


* 
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The Ga as merit t Gov' ae Care: 


But who but God, can tell us who they are? 
One thinks on Calvin Heav'n's own Spirit fell, 
Another deems him Inſtrument of Hell; 
If Calvin feels Heav'n's Bleſſing, or its Rod, 
This cries there is, and that, there is no Gop. 
What ſhocks one Part, will edify the reſt. 
Nor with ane Syſtem, can they all be bleſt. 
Give each a Syſtem, all muft be at Strife ? 
What diff rent Syſtems for a Man and Wife? 
The very beſt will variouſly incline, 
And what rewards your Virtue, puniſh mine. 
Whatever is, is right.” —This World, tis true 
Was made for Czſar—but for Titus too: 
And which more 54%“ who chain'd his Country, ſay, 
Or he, whoſe Virtue figh'd to loſe a Day? 

© But ſometimes Virtue ſtarves, while Vice is fed.“ 
What then? is the Reward of Virtue, Bread ? 
That, Vice may merit; tis the Price of Toll : 
The Knave deſerves it, when he tills the Soil; 
The Knave deſerves it, when he tempts the main, 
Where Folly fights for Kings, or dives for Gain. 
The good Man may be weak, be indotent, 
Nor is his Claim to Plenty, but Content. 
But grant him Riches, your Demand is oer? 
« No—fſhall the Good want Health, the Good want 


Power?“ 


Why bounded Power ; ; why private: * why no 


Nay, why external for internal given, 


Immenſe the pow'r, immenſe were the Demand ; 


The Boy and Man an Individual makes 


EEE 


Rewards that either would to Virtue bring 


Ize Virtues of a Saint at Twenty-One! 


ESSAY ON MAN. 
. ͤ—n—ñ — 


And Health and Power, and ev'ry earthly Thing: 


52 


King! * 


Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heaven? 
Who afk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceive 
God gives enough while he has more to give; 


Say, at what part of Nature will they ſtand ? A 
What nothing earthly gives or can deſtroy, Fe 
'The Soul's calm Sun ſhine, and the Heart-felt Joy, * Wo 
Ts Virtue's Prize. A better would you fix, S WW 
And give Humility a Coach and Six ? | Tt 
Juſtice a Conqu'ror's Sword, or Truth a Gown, MF... 
Or public Spirit, its great Cure, a Crown ? — Ib 
Weak, fooliſh Man, will Heav'n reward us there, 10 


With the ſame Traſh mad Mortals wiſh for here? Or 


Yet ſigh'& thou now for Apples and for Cakes? 
Go, like the Indian, in another Life | 8 
Expect thy Dog, thy Bottle, and thy Wife. 
As well as dream ſuch Trifles are aſſign'd 

As Toys and Empires for a Godlike Mind. 


No Joy, or be deſtructive of the Thing. 
Hou oft by theſe at Sixty are undone, 


1 


no 


as crept thro' Scoundrels ever ſince the Flood, 
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Pe ee eee ed Lee Be we fo ere ͤ—e — ed aged 
To whom can Riches give Repute, or Truſt | 
Content, or Pleaſure, but the Good or Juſt ? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for Gold; 
Eſteem and Love were never to he ſold. 
O Fool! to think, God hates the worthy Mind, 
The Lover, and the Love, of Human Kind, 
Whoſe Life is healthful, and whoſe Conſcience clear; 
Becauſe he wants a Thouſand Pounds a Year! 
Honour and Shame from no Condition riſe ; 
Act well your Part, there all the Honour lies. 
| Fortune in Men has ſome ſmall Diff rence made, 
One flaunts in Rags, one flutters in Brocade: 
The Cobler apron'd, and the Parſon gown'd, 
The Friar hooded, and the Monarch crown'd. 
What differ more (you cry) that Crown and Cowl ?* 
Ill tell you, Friend; a wiſe Man, and a Fool. 

You'll find, if once the Monarch acts the Monk, 

Or Cobler like, the Parſon will be drunk ; | 

Worth makes the Man, and Want of it the Fellow; 

The reſt, is all but Leather, or Prunella. 

Stuck oer with Titles, and hung round with Strings, 

That thou may'ſt be, by Kings, or Whores of Kings. 

Thy boaſted Blood, a Thouſand Years or io, 

ay from Lucretia to Lucretia flow: 

But by your Father's Worth, if your's you rate, 

Count me thoſe only who are good and great. 

Go! if your ancient, but if ignoble Blood, 


* 
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Or make, an Enemy of all Mankind: 
Not one looks backward, onward till he goes, 
Vet ne er looks forward, further than his Noſe. 


The ſame (my Lord if Taliy's or your own,) 


Go! and pretend your Family is young; 

Nor own your Fathers have been Fools ſo long. 
What can ennoble Sots, or Slaves, or Cowards? 
Alas! not all the Blood of all the HowAk ps. 

Look next on Greatneſs, ſay where Greatneſs lies? 
« Where, but among the Heroes, and the Wiſe I”? . 
Heroes are much the ſame, the Point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's Madman to the Swede ; 

The whole ſtrange Purpofe of their Lives, to find, 


No leſs alike the Politic and Wiſe, 
All fly low Things, with circumſpective Eyes: 


Men in their looſe, unguarded Hours they take, O 
Nor that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 0 
But grant that thoſe that conguer, theſe can cheat, I 
*Tis Phraſe abſurd to call a Villain great. # 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Ts but the more a Fool, the more a Knave. Ti 
Who noble Ends, by noble means obtains, £ | 
Or failing, ſmiles in Exile, or in Chains, Ti 
Like good Aurelius, let him reign or bleed, Cc 
Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed. 1 
What's Fame ? that fancy'd Life in others Breath! Ti 
A Thing beyond us, ev'n before our Death, ; Al 
Juſt what you hear you have, and what's unknown, + 


oa 
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All chat x we ; fond of ĩt begins and ends 
In the ſame Circle of our Foes or Friends; 
To all beſide, as much an empty Shade, 
An Eugene living, as a Ce/ar dead, 
Alike or when or where, they ſhone or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhize. - 
A Wit's a Feather, and a Chief a Rod ; 
An honeſt Man's the nobleſt Work of God: 
Fame but from Death a Villain's Name can ſave, 
As Juſtice tears his Body from the Grave; 
When what t'Oblivion better were reſign'd, 
Is hung on high, to poiſon half Mankind. 
All Fame is foreign, but of true Deſert, 
Plays round the Head, but comes not to the Heart. 
One ſelf- approving Hour whole Years out- weigh 
Of ſtupid Starers, and of loud Huzzas; 
And more true Joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 
Than Cæſar with a Senate at his Heels. 

In Paris ſuperior what Advantage lies! 
Tell (for Jon can) what is it to be wiſe? 
»Tis but to know, how little can be Known, 
To fee all others Faults, and feel our own ; 
Condemn'd in Buſineſs, or in Arts, to drudge 2. 
Without a Second, or without a Judge: 
Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking Land? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. 
Painful Preheminence! yourſelf to view 


Above Life's Weakneſs, and its Comforts too 
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| Bring then theſe B leſſings to a ftri& Account, 
- Make fair Deductions, ſee to what they mount? 
How much of others each is ſure to coſt ? 
How each for other oft is wholly loſt ? 
| How inconſiſtent greater Goods with theſe ? 
How ſometimes Life is riſqu'd, and always Eaſe ? 
Think, and if till the Things thy Envy call, 
Say, would'ſt thou be the Man to whom they fall! 2 
To ſigh for Ribbands, if thou art ſo filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Bil!y. 
Is yellow Dirt the Paſſion of thy Life ? | | 
Lock but on Cripus, or on Gripus's Wife. 
If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt, of Mankind: 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a Name, 
See Cromwell, damn'd to everlaſting Fame! 
If all, united, thy Ambition call, 
From ancient Story learn to ſcorn them all, 
There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd and great, 
See the falſe Scale of Happineſs compleat! 
In Hearts of Kings, or Arms of Queens who lay, 
(How happy!) thoſe to ruin, theſe betray ; 
Mark by what wretched Steps their Glory grows, 
From Dirt and Sea weed as proud Venice roſe ; 
In each, how Guilt and Greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the Hero, ſunk the Man, 
Now Eur2pe's Laurels on their Brows behold, 
But ſtain'd for Blood, or ill exchang'd for Gold: 
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Then ſee them broke with Toils, or loſt in Eaſe, 

Or infamous for plunder'd Provinces. 

Oh Wealth ill fated ! which no act of Fame 

E'er taught to ſhine, or ſanctify'd from Shame! 

What greater Bliſs attends their cloſe of Life ? 

Some greedy Minion, or imperious Wife, 

The trophy'd Arches, ftory'd Halls invade, 

And haunt their Slumbers in the pompous Shade. 

Alas ! not dazzled with their Noon-tide Ray, 

Compute the Morn and Evening to the Day ; 

The whole amount of that enormous Fame, : 

A Tale! that blends their Gloty with their Shame ! 
Know then this Truth (enough for man to know) | 

VIRTUE alone is Happineſs below : 

The only Point where human Bliſs ſtands ſtill, 

And taſtes the Good, without the Fall to III; 

Where only Merit conſtant Pay receives, 

Is bleſs'd in what it takes, and what it gives: 

The Joy unequal'd, if its End it gain, 

And if it loſe, attended with no Pain: 

Without Satiety, tho' el er ſo bleſs'd, 

And but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs'd : 

The broadeſt Mirth unfeeling folly wears, 

Leſs pleaſing far than Virtue's very Tears. 

Good from each Object, from each Place acquir'd, 

For ever exercis'd, yet never tir'd; 

Never elated, while one Man's oppreſs'd, 

Never dejected, while another's bleſs'd ; 
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And where no Wants, no Wiſhes, can remain, 


Since but to wiſh more Virtue, is to gain. 


See ! the fole Bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow, 


Which who but feels, can taſte ; but thinks can know : 


Yet poor with Fortune, and with Learning blind, 
The Bad muſt miſs, the Good untaught will find, 
Slave to no Se, who takes no private Road, 

But looks thro? Nature up to Nature's God ; 

Purſues that CHain which links th' immenſe Deſign, 
Joins Heav'n and Earth, and mortal, and divine; 
Sees, that no Being any Bliſs can know 

But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 


| Learns from this Union of the rifing Whole, 

Ihe firſt, laſt Purpoſe of the human Soul; 

And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began, 
All end, in Love of Gop and LOVE MAN. 


For him alone, Hape leads from Goal to Goal, 
And opens ſtill, and opens, on his Soul, 
Till lengthen'd on to Faith, and unconfin'd, 
It pours the Bliſs that fills up all the Mind. 
He ſees, why Nature plants in Man alone 
Hope of known Bliſs, and Faith in Bliſs unknown? 
(Nature whoſe Dictates to no other Kind 


| Are giv*n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 


Wiſe is the Preſent ; ſhe connects in this 

His greateſt Virtue with his greateſt Bliſs. 
At once his own bright Proſpe to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt Motive to aſſiſt the reſt, 
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Self Love thus puſh'd to Social, to Divine, 
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Gives thee to make thy Neighbours Bleſling thine, 
Is this too little for thy boundleſs Heart? | 
Extend it, let thy Enemies have part: 1 


| Graſp the whole Worlds of Reaſon Life and Senſe, 


In one cloſe Syſtem of Benevolence, 
Happier, as kinder! in whate'er Degree, 
And Height of Bi, but Height of CHARITY. 
Gop loves from Whole to Parts; but human Soul N 
Muſt riſe from Individual to the Whole. | 
Self Love but ſerves the virtuous Mind to wake F 
As the ſmall Pebble ftirs the peaceful Lake, | 
The Centre mov'd, a Circle ftrait ſucceeds, | 
Another ſtill, and {till another ſpreads ;. | 
Friend, Parent, Neighbour, firſt it will embrace, 
His Country next, and next all Human Race; 
Wide and more wide, th'O'erflowings of the Mind 
Take ev'ry Creature in, of ev'ry Kind 
Farth ſmiles around, with boundleſs Bounty bleſt, 
nd Heav'n beholds its Image, in his Breaſt. 
Come then, my Friend! my Genius come along, 
On Maſter of the Poet, and the Song! 0 
And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 
To Man's low Paſſions, or their glorious Ends; 
Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wiſe, 
o fall with Dignity, with Temper riſe, 
Form'd by thy Converſe happily to ſteer 
From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere, 
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Correct with Spirit, eloquent with Eaſe, - 
Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe. 
Oh! while along the Stream of Time, thy Name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its Fame, 
Say, ſhall my little Bark Attendant ſail, 
| Purſue the Triumph, and partake the Gale; 
1 Shall then this Verſe to future Age pretend, 
[18 'Thou wert my Guide, Philoſopher and Friend ? 
That urg'd by thee, I tun'd the tuneful Art 
Prom Sounds to Things, from Fancy to the Heart; 
For Wit's falſe Mirror held up Nature's Light; 
_ Shew'derring Pride Whatever Is, is Rights 
| F That Reaſon, Paſtion, anſwer one great Aim; 
| That true Self Love and Social are the ſame; 


| | 
1 That Virtue only makes our B/i/ beliw; 
0 And all our Knowledge is, Ourſelves to know. 
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UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 


' DEO. OPT. Max. 


| 


F ATHER of All in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime ador d, 

By ſaint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 
Jehovah, Jore, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood 2 
Who all my Senſe confin'd 
— To know but this, that Thou art Good, 
And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
Io ſee the Good from III; 

And binding Nature faſt in Fate, 
Left free the human wil. 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 


What Conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This teach me more than Hell to ſhun, 
That, more than Heav'n purſue. 


What bleſlings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away : 5 


For God is paid when Man receives, 
T' enjoy is to obey. 


Vet not to Earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy Goodneſs let me bound, | 
Or think Thee Lord alone of Man! 
When thouſand worlds are round : 


Let not this weak unknowing hand 

Preſume thy bolts to throw, _ 

And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge thy foe. 


If Jam riohe, thy grace Hm 
Still in the right to ſtagj; 
If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 

— find that better . | 


fr me alike from fooliſh Pride, 
Or impious Diſcomtent, | 10 
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At aught thy Wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy Goodneſs lent. 


— 
” 


. AO 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I ſee; 

That mercy I to others ſhow, 
That mercy ſhow to me. 


22 8 
e » TAS; > — 


115 ñÄĩÄÄÄ » * 


i 
* — 


Mean though I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath z © 

Oh lead me whereſoe er I go, : 

Through this day's life or death. 


0 

"| 
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This day, be Bread and Peace my lot: 
All elſe beneath the Sun, 
Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let Thy Will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe Temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies! 

One Chorus let all Being raiſe! 
All Nature's Incenſe riſe! 


C RAVE. 
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POEM, 


 —— 
— — 


. By ROBERT BLAIR, 
| — 


The houſe appointed for all living. 
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Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage ; 

Their aims as various, as the roads they take 

In journeying through life; the taſk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the Tomb ; 

Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Theſe travellers meet. Thy ſuccours I implore, 


x 


Eternal King ! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains 


be keys of hell and death. —The Grave, dread thing; 


Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd. Nature apall d, 
Shakes off her wonted firmneſs. Ah ! how dark 
Thy long extended realms, and rueful waſtes! 

Vhere nought but but /lence reigns,and nig bt, dark right, 
Dark as was chaos, e er the infant ſun 

Vas roll'd together, or had try'd his beams _ 
\thwart the gloom profound. — The fickly taper, 


. 
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Black plaiſter d, and hung round with ſhreds of 


The manſions of the dead. Rous d from their flumbet 


Paſs and repaſs, huſh'd- as the foot of night. . =: 


Fd 
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By glimmering through thy low-brow'd miſty vaults, 


| (Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy ſlime,) 


Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, 
And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. 


Well do I know thee by the truſty Texv, 


Chearleſs, unſocial plant ; that loves to dwell 


' *Midft ſculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms : 


Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 


Embody'd, thick, perform their myſtic rounds, M- 
No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. | i 

Ser yonder hallow'd fane; — the pious work il { 
Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot. \ 


And bury'd *midft the wreck of things which were, 
There lie interr'd the more illuſtrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark! how it howls! Methinks 
Till now I never heard a ſound ſo dreary : 

Doors crack, and windows clap, and night's foul bird, 
Rook'd in the ſpire, ſcreams loud: the gloomy iſles 


ſeutcheons 
And tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the 0 ound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 


In grim array the griſly ſpectres riſe, 
Grin horrible, and obſtinately ſullen, 
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Again Fa Fr ge fhricks : ungracious ls. 
III hear no more, it makes one 's blood run chill. 


Que round the pile; a row of rev'rend elms, 
Coæval near with that), all ragged ſnew, > 4 
Long laſh'd by the rude winds. Some rift half down 3 
Their branchleſs trunks ; others ſo thin a- top, | | 


hat ſcarce two crows can lodge in the ſame tree. 


Strange things, the neighbours ſay, have happen'd here: 
Wild ſhrieks have iſſu'd from the hollow tombs : 8 
Dead men have come again and walk'd about; 

And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch'd, 


{Such tales their chear at Wake or Goſſiping, 


When it draws near to witching time of night.) 


Orr, in the lone church-yard at night I've ſeen, 
By glimpſe of moon-ſhine chequering through the trees, 
The ſchool-boy with his ſatchel in his hand, 
Whiſtling aloud to bear his courage up, 
And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ſtones, 
(With nettles ſkirted, and with moſs o'er grown,) 


| That tell in homely phraſe who lye below. 


Sudden he ſtarts, and hears, or thinks he hears, 
The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels ; 

Full faft he flies; .and dares not look behind him, 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows; 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

i horrid Apparitinn, tall and ghaſtly, 
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That walks at dead of night, or takes his ſtand 
O'er ſome new open'd grave; and ſtrange | to tell!) 
Vaniſhes at crowing of the cock. 


Tus new-made Widw, too, I've ſometimes ſpy'd, 
Sad ſight! flow moving o'er the proftrate dead: 
Liftleſs, ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 

Whilſt burſt of ſorrow guſh from either eye, 


Faſt falling down her now untaſted cheek, 


Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops, while buſy meddling n . 


In barbarous ſucceſſion muſters up 


The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, ſtill ſhe thinks 
She ſees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
” Clings yet more cloſeleſs to the ſenſeleſs turf, 
Nor heeds the paſſenger who looks that way. 


 Invipiovs Grave !—how doſt thou rend in ſunde: 
Whom Love has knit, and Sympathy made one? 
A tie more ſtubborn far than Nature's band. 
Friend/hib ! myſterious cement of the ſoul ; 

Sweetner of life, and ſolder of ſociety, 

I owe thee much. Thou haſt deſerv'd from me, 

Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 

And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 

Anxious to pleaſe.— Oh! when my friend and I 
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| The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe ? 
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In fome thick wood have winder'd heedleſs on. wall 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and ſat us down + | +> ( 
Upon the ſloping cowllip-cover'd bank, | 
Where the pure limpid ſtream has {lid along 

In grateful errors through the under-wood, 

Sweet murmuring; methought the ſhrill-tongu'd thruſi 
Mended his ſong of love; the ſooty black-bird 
Vellow'd his pipe, and ſoften'd every note : 


Aſſum'd a dye more deep; whilſt ev'ry flower 

Vy'd with its fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dreſs. Oh ! then, the longeſt ſummer's * 
Seem'd too, too much in haſte: ſtill the full heart 
Had not imparted half: *twas happineſs _ 1 
Too exquiſite to laſt. Of joys departed, * 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 


— 
* 


Dor GRAVE thou ſpoilt the dance of youthf ul 
blood, 
Strik'ſt out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 
And ev ry ſmirking feature from the face 
Branding onr Laughter with the name of Madusſi. 
Where are the Fefters now ? the men of health. 
Complextonally pleaſant ? Where the Drall, 
Whoſe ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and ſhouting crouds, - 
And made ev'n thick-hp'd mufing melancholy 


Jo gather up her face into a ſmile 
; # : 
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Before ſhe was aware? Ah! ſullen now, 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them. 


Wuen are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 
The Roman Cæſars, and the Greciau Chiefs, 
The boaft of tory ? Where the hot-brain'd youth; 
Who the Tiara at his pleaſure tore 
From k ings of all the then diſcover'd globe; 
And cry'd, forſooth, becauſe his arm was hamper'd, | 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas! how ſlim, diſhonourably ſlim, 
And cramb?d into a ſpace we bluſh to name 
Proud Rozalty / how alter'd in thy looks! 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue 
Sor of the morning! whither art thou gone! 
Where haſt thou hid thy many ſpangled head, 
And the majeſtic menace of thine eyes, 
Felt from afar? Pliant and powerleſs now, 
Like new-born infant wound up in his ſwathes, 
Or victim tumbled flat upon its back, 
That throbs beneath the ſacrificer's knife. 
Mute, muſt thou bear the ſtrife of little tongues, 
And co ward inſults of the baſe- born croud ; 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadſt, 
But only hop'd for in the peaceful Grave, "= 
Of being unmoleſted and alone, = 


Arabia's gums and odoriterous drugs. 


And honours by the Herald: duly paid 
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In W _ FR ev'n to a very ewe; 

Oh cruel irozy / theſe come too late; 

And only mock whom they were meant to honour | 
Surely there's not a dungeon ſlave that's bury'd 

In the high-way, unſhrouded and uncoffin d, 

But lyes as ſoft, and ſleeps as ſound as he. 

Sorry pre-eminence of high deſcent, 

Above the vulgar born, to rot in ſtate, 


Bur ſee! the well-plum'd Hearſe comes nodding on 
Stately and flow; and properly attended 


| By the whole ſable tribe, that painful watch 


The fick man's door, and live upon the dead, 

By letting out their perſons by the hour, 

Jo mimic ſorrow, when the heart's not ſad. 

How rich the trappings ? now they're all unfurl'd, 
And glit'ring in the ſun ; triumphant entries 

Of conquerors, and coronation pomps, 

In glory ſcarce exceed, Great gluts of people 
Retard th' unweildy ſhow ; whilſt from the caſements 
And houſes tops, ranks behind ranks cloſe wedg'd 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, wby this waſte ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a careaſe 

That's fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noſtril 
Smells horrible ?—Ye Undertaters, tell us, 

Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why is the principle conceal'd, for which 

You make this mighty ftir,——'Tis wiſely done: 
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What would offend the eye in a good picture, 
The painter caſts diſcreetly into ſnades. 


Paovp 1 now how little thou appear lt 
Below the envy of the private man. . x 
Honour, that meddleſome officious © RY 1565 
Purſues thee ev'n to death; nor there ſtops ſhort. 
Strange perſecution ! when the Grave itſelf 15 
Is no protection from rude ſufferance. N | 
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ABSURD to think to over- reach the Grave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours. 
The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
Die faſt away; only themſelves die faſter. 
The far fam'd Sculptor, and the laurell'd Bard, . 
Thoſe bold inſurancers of deathleſs fame, 5 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. e 
The tapering Pyramid, th' Zgyptian's pride, 

And wonder of the world, whoſe ſpiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 
The ſhaking of the winter's ſtorm ; 
Yet ſpent at laſt by th' injuries of heaven, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow d o'er with years. 
The myſtic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
At once gives way. Oh! lamentable ſight; N f 
The labour of whole ages, lumbers down, 5 
A hideous and miſhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreſtle but in vain + 


W ih all-ſubduing Time: her cank'rin 8 band 
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THE GRAVE. _ 
With calm delib'rate malice waſteth them : 
Worn on the edge of days the braſs conſumes, 
The buſto moulders, and the deep cut marble, 
Unſteady to the ſteel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, half convicted of her folly, 
Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale, 


HERE all the m1 iahty troublers of the earth, 
Who ſwam to ſov*reign rule thro' ſeas of blood ; 


Th' oppreflive, ſturdy, man- deſtroying villains, 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires wafte, 


And 1n a cruel wantonneſs of power, 

Thinn'd ſtates of half their people, and gave up 

'To want the reſt ; now, like a ſtorm that's ſpent, 
Lie huſh'd, and meanly ſneak behind the covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen'ral ſcorn 
That haunts and dogs them like an injur'd ghoſt 
Implacable. Here too the petty Tyrant, 

Whoſe ſcant domains Geographer ne'er notic'd, 
And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as ſhort, | 
Who ſix'd his iron talons on the poor, | 
And grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey ; 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing Hunger, 

And piteous plaintive voice of Miſery ; 

(As if a Slave was not a ſhred of nature, 

Of the ſame common nature with his lord ;) 

Now tame and humble, like a child that's whip'd, 


-THE C nd 
Shakes hands with duſt, ad calls the worm his kinſman; 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright- Under ground 
Precedency's a jeſt ; vaſlal and lord, 1 

Oroſsly familiar, fide by fide conſume, 
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When ſelf-eſteem, or others' adulation, 
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| Would cunningly perſuade us we were ſomething i 
Nh Above the common level of our kind, v 
The Grave gainſays the ſmooth complexion'd flatt'ry, 1 
* And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. v 
5 Es _ + 10% 
4 BeauTY,—thou pretty plaything, dear conceit; I 
9 That ſeals ſo ſoftly o'er the ſtripling's heart, 
And gives it a new pulſe, unknown before, I 
The Grave diſcredits thee : thy charms expung'd . 
Thy roſes faded, and thy lilies ſoil'd. 8 T 
What haſt chou more to boaſt of? Will thy lovers = By 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage ? 
Methinks I fee thee with thy head now laid, Se 
W ilſt ſurfeited upon thy damaſk cheek BM 
J The high-fed Worm, in lazy volumes roll'd, Ol 
4 Riots unſcar'd, For this was all thy cantion ? Ju 
| For this, thy painful labours at thy glaſs ? = 09) 
* T' improve thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, W. 
i Tor which the ſpoiler thanks thee not. Foul feeder, - Sh 
if! Coarſe fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, Ar 
6 And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. = It 
Look how the fair one weeps ! the conſcious tears at 
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Stand thick as de w drops on the bells of flow'rs : 
Honeſt effuſion! the ſwoln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs. 


STRENGTH too thou ſurly, and leſs gentle boaſt 
Of thoſe that loud laugh at the village ring; 
A fit of common ſickneſs pulls thee down 
With greater eaſe than e'er thou didſt the ſtripling 
That raſhly dar'd thee to th* unequal fight. 
What groan was that J heard ?—deep groan indeed! 
With anguiſh heavy laden; let me trace it: 
From yonder bed it comes, where the ſtrong man, 
By ſtronger arm belabour'd, gaſps for breath 
Like a hard hunted beaſt. How his great heart 
Beats thick! his roomy cheſt by far too ſcant. 
To give the Jungs full play. What now avail 
The ſtrong built ſinewy limbs, and well-ſpread ſhoul- 
ders ? 
See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain ! Eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to band, and graſps it hard, 
Juſt like a creature drowning ; hideous fight ! 
Oh! how his eyes ſtand out, and ſtare full ghaſtly ! 
Whilſt the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 
Shoot- like a burning arrow croſs his bowels, 
And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan e 
It was his laſt. See how great Goliah, 


Juſt like a child that brawl'd itſelf to reſt, 
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| Dye, Kill What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty 
Boaſter, | 
Jo vaunt of nerves of thine ? What means the bull, 
Unconſcious of his ſtrength, to play the coward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man ; 
> That, knowing well the ſlackneſs of his arm, 
Trufts only in the welk-invented knife? | 


Ah. 


44 Wirk fady pale, and midnight vigils ſpent, 
1 The ſtar- ſurvey ing Sage cloſe to his eye 
1 Applies the ſight invigorating tube ; f 
9 1 And travelling through the boundleſs length of dab, | 
| * Marks well the courſes of the far- ſeen orbs 
4 That roll with regular confuſion there, 
In ecſtacy of thought. But ah! proud man, 


tr My vt f , . 


| ak | Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ; 
[ 1 Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails; | T 
1% And down thou drop | into that darkſome place, 8 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 
.*F 7 
k 4 Hex the Tongue warriar lyes diſabled now, 


And cannot tell his ail to paſſers by. 
Great men of language, —whence this mighty change, 


R 
V 
A 
Diſarm'd, diſhonour'd, like a wretch that's gagg d N 
N 
. E. 
; 'F This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head? + 


Tho' ftrong perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, A 
And ſly infinuation's ſofter arts N 
In ambuſh lay about thy flowing tongue, 8. 


hty Alas! how chop-fall'n now? Thick miſts and ſilence 
Reſts, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaft 

„ | Uncealing.—An! where is the lifted arm, 
The ſtrength of action, and the force of words, 
The well turn'd period, and the well tun'd voice, 
With all the leſſer ornaments of phraſe? 
Ah! fled for ever, as if they ne'er had been, 
Raz'd from the hook of fame; or, more provoking, 
Perchance ſome hackney hunger bitten. Scribbler 
jnſults thy memory, and hlots thy tomb 

wich long flat narrative, or duller rhimes, 

e, Wich heavy halting pace that drawl along; 
Enough to rouſe a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red reſentment the wan cheek, 


Heze the great maſters of the Healing-art, 
Theſe mighty mock defrauders of the Tomb, 
dpite of their jaleps and cat holicoms : 
Refign to fate. Proud AÆAſculapius ſon! a 
Where are thy boaſted implements of Art, 
And all thy well cram'd magazines of Health; 
Nor hill nor vale, as far as ſnip could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel bottom'd brook, 
Eſcap'd thy rifling hand: from ſtubborn ſhrubs 
Thou wrung'ſt their ſhy-retiring Virtues our, 
And vex'd them in the fire; nor fly nor inſect, 
Nor writhy-ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 
But why this apparatus ? why this coſt ? 


I ge; 
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Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the Grave, 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 

With the long liſt of vouchers for thy cures! 
Alas! thou ſpeakeſt not. The bold impoſtor 
Looks not more ſilly, when the cheat's found out. 


| Her the lank fided Miſer, worſt of felons, © 
| Who meanly ſtole, (diſcreditable ſhift,) 

From back, and belly too, their proper cheer, 
Eas'd of a tax it irk'd the wreteh to pay 

To his own carcaſe ; now Iyes cheaply lodg'd, 
By clam'rous appetites no longer teaz'd, 

Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 

But ah! where are his rents, his comings-in ! 
Ay! now you've made the rich man poor indeed ! 
Robb d of his gods, what has he left behind ? 
Oh! curſed luſt of gold; when for thy ſake, 
The fool throws up his 1nt'reſt in both worlds: 
Firſt ſtarvd' in this, then damn d in that to come. 


How ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O Death ? 
To him that is at eaſe in his poſſeſſions; 

Who, counting on long years of pleaſure here, 

Ts quite unfurniſh'd for that world to come ? 

In that dread moment, how the frantic Soul 

Raves round the walls of her clay tenement ; 

Runs to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 


But ſhrieks i in vain i—How wiſhſully ſhe looks 


| THE GRAVE, : 
On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer her's! 
A little longer, yer a little longer, 

Oh! might ſhe ſtay, to waſh away her ſtains, 

And fit her for her paſſage.—Mournful fight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood; and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror. But the Foe, 
Like a ſtaunch murd'rer, ſteady to his purpoſe, 
Purſues her cloſe thro? every lane of life, 

Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on; 

Till torc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 

At once ſhe links to everlaſting ruin. 


Sus 'tis a ſerious thing to die! My ſoul, 

What a ſtrange moment mult it be, when near 

Thy journey's end, thou haſt the gulf in view ! 

That awful gulf, no mortal e'er repaſs'd 

To tell what's doing on the other fide _ 

Nature runs back, and ſhudders at the ſight, 

And every life-ſtring bleeds at thoughts of parting ; 

For part they muſt; Body and Soul muſt part; 

Fond couple ; link'd more cloſe than wedded pair 
This wings its way to its almighty Source, 

Ze witneſs of its actions, now its judge; 

That drops into the dark and noiſome Grave, 

ike a diſabled pitcher of no uſe. 


Ir death was nothing, and nought after Death; 
when men dy'd, at once they ceas'd to be 
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Returning to the barren womb of Nothing, 
Whence firſt they ſprung, then might the aa | 
Untrembling mouth the Heavens: —then might the 


drunkard ] 
Reel over his full bowl, and when *tis drain'd, ; 
Fill up another to the brim, and, laugh | / 
At the poor bughear Death then might the wretch i 
That's weary of the world, and tir'd of life, E 
At once give each inquietude the flip, D 
By. ſtealing out of being when he pleas'd, . N 


And by what way; whether by hemp or feel, 
Death's thouſand doors ſtand open, —Who could force WA 


The ill- pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, Th 
Or blame him if he goes Sure he does well An 
That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 81 
When able. gut if there is an hereafter, = 
And there is, Conſcience, uninfluenc'd, | Vil 
And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man; | 
Then muſt it be an awful thing to die? — 
More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. = 
Self-murder ! — name it not: our Iſland's ſhame : 


That makes her the reproach of neighbouring ſtates, T 
Shall Nature, ſwerving from her earlieſt dictate, | 
Seif-preſervation, fall by her own act? 


Forbid it, Heaven! Let not, upon diſguſt, 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully crimſon'd o'er of 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt 1 ores 
Juſt reeking from ſelf-laughter, in a "gs Wok 
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To ruſh into the preſence of our Judge; 
As if we challeng'd him to do his wort, 
And matter'd not his wrath !—Unheard-of tortures 
Muſt be reſerv'd for ſuch : theſe herd together; 
The common damn'd ſhun their ſociety, 
And look upon themiſelves as fiends leſs foul. 
teh Our time is fix d, and all our days are number'd ; 
How long, how ſhort, we know not.—This we know» 
Duty requires we calmly wait the ſummons, 
Nor dare to ſtir till Heav'n ſhall give permiſſion , 
Like centries that muſt keep their deſtin'd ſtand, 
And wait the appointed hour, till they're reliev'd, 
Thoſe only are the brave that keep their ground, 
And Keep it to the laſt. To run away 
s but a coward's trick, To run away 
rom this world's ills, that at the very worſt 
vill ſoon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves, 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown, 
\nd plunging headlong in the dark ;—'tis mad; 
No frenzy half ſo deſperate as this. 


* 
% 
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58. TELL us, ye Dead; will none of you, in pity 
Yo thoſe you left behind, diſcloſe the ſecret ? 

Dh! that ſome courteous ghoſt would blab it out; 
What 'tis you are, and we muſt ſhortly be. 

de heard, that ſouls departed, have ſometimes 
orewarn'd men of their death ;—'twas kindly done 


t! 
o knock, and gire the alarm.— But what means 
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This ſtinted charity! ?——Tis but lame kindneſs = 
That does its work by idea Why might you not 
Tell us what ' tis 20 die? Do the ſtrict laws 0 
Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking Dro 
Upon a point ſo nice ?!—PTll aſk no more: Into 
Sullen, like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine . In tt 
Enlightens but yourſelves, Well, 'tis no matter Cou 
A very little time will clear up all, | Nev! 
And make us learn'd as you are, and as cloſe. At tl 
DearTn's /hafrs fly thick Here falls the village. Were 
ſwain, Por 


And there his pamper'd lord. The cup goes round, IM Ty f. 
And who ſo artful as to put it by! 
*Tis long ſince Death had the majority; 

Vet ſtrange ! the Living lay it not 10 heart, a 

See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The Sexton, hoary-headed chronicle, 

Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 

A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand _ 

Digs through whole rows of kindred and acqnaintance 
By far his juniors. ——Scarce a ſcull's caſt up | 
But well he knew its owner, and can tel! 

Some paſſage of his life. Thus hand in hand 

The fot has walk'd with Death twice twenty years 3 3 
And yet ne er yonker on the green laughs louder, : 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale: When drunkards meet 


None ſings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup.— Poor wretch ! he minds not 
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That ſoon ſome truſty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands. 


Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 
Into fantaſtic ſchemes, which the long livers 
In the world's hale and undegen'rate days 


Never to think of Dearth, and of our/elwes 
At the ſame time: as if to learn 20 die 


For creatures of a day, in gameſome mood, 
To frolic on eternity's dread hrink 
Unapprehenfive ; when, for aught we know, 
The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, Time hurries on 
With a reſiſtleſs unremitting ſtream ; 


That ſlides his hand under the miſer's pillow, 
And carries off his prize. What is this World; 
What? but a ſpacious burial field unwall d, 
Strew'd with Death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animals 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones. 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd ; 


And we that live muſt lend our carcaſes 
In their turns 


To cover our own offspring : 


They too muſt cover theirs. 
The ſhiv*cing Icelander, and ſunburnt Moor; 


' On this ſide, and on that men ſee their friends 
Could ſcarce have leiſure for. — Fools that we are, 


Were no concern of ours. Oh! more than ſottiſh, 


Yet treads more ſoft than e'er did midnight-thief, | 


Tis hereall meet, 
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Men of all climes, that never met before; 
And of all creeds, the Few, the Furt, the Chriſinn. 
Here the proud Prince, and Favourite yet prouder, 
His ſov'reign's keeper, and the people's ſcourge, 
Are huddled out of ſight.— Here lie abaſh d 

The great NMegociators of the earth, 

And celebrated Mafters of the balance ; 

Deep read in ſtratagems, and wiles of courts. 
Now vain their Treaty fb] ;-—Death ſeorns to treat. 
Here the o'erloaded Slave flings down Eis burden 
From his gall'd ſhoulders; - and when the cruel Tyrant, 
With all his guards, and tools of power about him, 


\ 


Is meditating new unheard-of hardſhips, 

Mocks his ſhort arm; and quick as thought eſcapes 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary reſt. 
Here the warm Lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 

The tell-tale echo, and the babbling ſtream, 

(Time out of mind the fav'rite ſeats of Love,) 

Faſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down, 
Unblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie cloſe, unmindful of their former feuds. 

The lawn-rob'd Prelate and plain Presbyter, 

E'er while that Rood aloof, as ſhy to meet, 

Familiar mingle here, like ſiſter ſtreams _ 

That ſome rude interpoſing rock had ſplit. 

Here is the large limb'd Peaſant:— Here the C Bil 
Of a ſpan long, that never ſaw the ſun, 


Smi! 
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Nor preſs'd the nipple, ſtrangled in Life's porch, 
Here is the Mother, with her ſons and daughters : 
The barren Wife, and long-demurring Maid, 
Whoſe lonely unappropriated ſweets 

Smil'd like yon knot of cowſlips on the cliff, 

Not to be come at by the willing . hand. 

Here are the Prude ſevere, and gay Copuet, 

The ſober Widzw, and the young green Virgin, 
Cropp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown, 

Or half its worth diſclos' d. Strange medley Here. 7 
Here garrulous Oli Age winds up his tale; 

And jovial Youth, of lightſome vacant heart, 
Whoſe ev'ry day was made of melody, 

Hears not the voice of mirth: The ſhrill-tongu'd Giro 
Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 

Here are the wiſe, the generous, and the brave; 
The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 

| The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred : 
The fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel, and the mean. 
The ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot ſtern ; 

The wrecks of nations, and the ſpoils of Time, 
With all the lumber of fix thouſand years. 


Poor Man /—how happy once in thy ii fate / 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 
He ftamp'd thee with his image, and, well pleas'd, 
Smil'd on his laſt fair work, —Then all was well. 


Sound was the Body, and the Soul ſerene; 


That play their ſeveral parts. — Nor head, nor heart, 


Alarm'd his peaceful boſom.— Summer ſeas 
Shew not more ſmooth, when kiſs'd by ſouthern winds, 
| Juſt ready to expire. Scaree importun'd, 


Bleſſed! thrice bleſſed days !—But ah! how ſhort? 


And e&'re to-morrow's ſun has ſet, moſt abject. 
How ſcant the ſpace between theſe vaſt extremes! 


His paradiſe. ——Scarce had the happy tenant 
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Like two ſweet inſtruments, ne'er out of tune, 


Ofer'd to ache: nor was there cauſe they ſhould ; 
For all was pure within: no fell remorſe, 
Nor anxious caſting- up of what might be, 


The generous ſoil, with a luxurious hand, 
Offer'd the various produce of the year, 
And ev'ry thing moſt perfect in its kind. 


Bleſs'd as the pleaſing dreams of holy men; 

But fugitive like thoſe, and quickly gone. 

Oh! flipp'ry ftate of things. What ſudden turns! 
What ſtrange viciſſitudes in the firſt leaf 


Of man's ſad hiſtory ! To day moſt happy, 


Thus far'd it with our fire ; Not long hꝰ enjoy d 


Of the fair ſpot due time to prove its ſweets, 

Or ſum them up, when ſtraight he muſt be gone, 
Ne er to return again, —— And muſt he go? 

Can nought compound for the firſt dire offence 
Of erring man? Like one that is condemn'd, 
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Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 

And parley with his fate.——But 'tis in vain, | 
Not all the laviſh odours of the place, 
Offer'd in incenſe, can procure his pardon, 

Or mitigate his doom, A mighty Angel, 

With flaming ſword, forbids his longer ſtay, 

And drives the loiterer forth ; nor muſt he take 
One laſt and farewel round. At once he loſt 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, 

And ſorely maim'd, no wonder. Man has finn d. 
Sick of his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil he needs muſt try; nor try'd in vain. 
(Dreadful experiment! deſtructive meaſure! 
Where the worſt thing could happen, is ſucceſs.) 
Alas ! too well he f ped, The Good he ſcorn'd 
Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill us'd ghoſt, 

Not to return; — or if it did, its viſits, 

Like thoſe of Angels, ſhort and far between: 
Whilſt the black Demon, with his hell ſcap'd train, 
Admitted once into its better room, 

Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o'er the Mar ; who now too late 

Saw the raſh error, which he could not mend: : 
An error fatal not to him alone, 

But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs, 
Inglorious bondage! Human nature groans 
Beneath a vaſſalage ſo vile and cruel, 

And its vaſt body bleeds thro' ev'ry vein, 
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| Waar havock haſt thou made, foul monſter, Sia! 


Greateſt and firſt of ills, The fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimenſions I But for T hee 
Sorrow had never been. — All noxious thing, 
Of vileſt nature Other ſorts of evils 


Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their bounds. | 


The fierce Volcano, from his burning entrails 
That belches molten Stone and globes of fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 
Marrs the adjacent fields for ſome leagues round, 
And there it tops —The big-ſwoin Inundalion, 
Of miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, 
Buries whole tracks of country, threat'ning more; 
But that too has its ſhore 1t cannot paſs. 
More dreadful far than theſe ! Six has laid waſte, 
Not here and there a country, but a World: 

Diſpatching at a wide extended blow 

| Entire mankind ; and for their ſakes defacing 

A whole creation s beauty with rude hands; 
Blaſting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Accurſed thing! — Oh! where ſhall fancy find 
A proper name to call thee by, expreſſive 
Of all thy horrors ?——Pregnant womb of ills! 


Of temper ſo tranſcendently malign, 
That toads and ſerpents, of moſt deadly kind, 
Compar'd to thee are harmleſs, —Sickneſles 
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Of ev'ry ſize and ſymptom, racking pains, 


And blueſt plagues are thine.——See how the Fiend 4 


Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round! 


Whilſt deep mouth'd Slaughter, bellowing at her heels 


Wades deep in blood new ſpilt; yet for to-morrow 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 
And inly pines till the dread blow is ſtruck. 


Bur hold. —T've gone too far; too much diſcover d 


My father's nakedneſs, and Nature's ſhame. 
Here let me pauſe and drop an honeſt tear, 

One burſt of filial duty and condolence, 

O'er all thoſe ample deſerts Death has ſpread, 
This Chas of mankind. O great Maneater; 
Whoſe ev'ry day is Carnival, not ſated yet! 
Unheard of Epicure { without a fellow ! 

The veryeſt Glutions do not always cram ; 

Some intervals of abſtinence are ſought 

Jo edge the appetite : Thou ſeekeſt none. 


Methinks the countleſs ſwarms thou haſt devour'd, 


And thouſands that each hour thou gobbleſt up, 
| This leſs than zhis, might gore thee to the full, 
But ah! rapacious till, thou gap'ſt for more: 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 
On whom lank Hunger lays her ſkinny hand, 

| And whets to keeneſt eagerneſs his cravings. 

As if diſeaſes, maſſacres and poiſon, 

Famine and war, were not thy caterers, 
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And with high int'reſt too. 
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Bor know, that thou muſt render up thy Dead. 
They are not thine ; 


But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 

Till the great promis'd day of Reſtitution; 

When loud diffuſive ſound of brazen trump 

Of ſtrong-lung'd Cherub, ſhall alarm thy captives, 
And rouſe the long, long fleepers into life, 

Day- light and liberty. 
T hen muſt thy grates fly open; and reveal 

The mines that lay long forming under ground, 
In their dark cells immur'd ; but now full ripe, 
And pure as ſilver from the crucible, 

That twice has ſtood the torture of the fire, 


: And inquiſition of the forge.— We know 


Th' illuſtrious Deliverer of mankind, 
TFE Son of Gov, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow" r | 
Thou couldſt not hold :—Self-vigorous he roſe 
And ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon retook 
Thoſe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent : 


| (Sure pledge of our releaſment from thy thrall !) 


Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 


And ſhew'd himſelf alive to choſen Witneſſes, 
By proofs ſo ſtrong, that the moſt flow aſſenting 
Had not a ſcruple left. —This having done, 


He mounted up to heav'n,—Methinks I ſee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
Athwart the ſevering clouds : but the faint eye, | 
Flung backwards in the chace, ſoon drops its hold ; 1 


— 


Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in; 
Nor are his friends ſhut out: as ſome great Prince 
Not for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, 

But for his train. It was his royal will, 

That where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
Death only lies between. — A gloomy path! 

Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears: 

But not untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 
Will ſoon go off. _—Beſide, there's no by-road 
To bliſs.— Then, why, like ill condition'd children, 
Start we at tranſient hardſhips in the way _ 
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That leads to purer air, and ſofter ſkies, 

And a ne'er ſetting ſun Fools that we are! 

We wiſh to be, where ſweets unwith'ring bloom, 

But ſtrait our wiſh revoke, and will not go. 

So have I ſeen, upon a ſummer's ev'n, 

Faſt by the riv'let's brink, a youngſter play: 

How wiſhfully he looks to ſtem the tide ! 

This moment reſolute, next unreſolv'd: 

At laſt he dips his foot; but as he dips, 

His fears redouble, and he runs away 

From th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now 

Of all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 

And ſmil'd ſo ſweet of late. Thrice welcome Death 
That after many a painful bleeding ſtep | 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us ſafe 
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On the long wiſh'd-for ſhore. —Prodigious change 


Our bane turn'd to a bleſſing Deatb diſarm d, 
Loſes his fellneſs quite, — All thanks to him 


Who ſcourg'd the venom out. Sure the 44% end 


Of the good man is Peace !—How calm his exit / 
| Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire ſo foft. 

| Behold him in the evening tide of life, 
A life well ſpent, whoſe early care it was 
His riper years ſhould not upbraid his green; 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 
et, like the ſun, ſeems larger at his ſetting. 
(High in his faith and hopes,) look how he reaches 
After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That's hamper'd, ſtruggles hard to get away: 
Whilft the glad gates of fight are wide expanded 


To let new glories in, the firſt fair fruits 


Of the fait coming harveſt, —Then /—oh then ! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or diſappears, 
Shrunk to a thing of nought.—Oh! how he longs 
To have his paſſport ſign'd, and be diſmiſs'd! 

*Tis done! and now he's happy !—the glad foul 
Has not a wiſh uncrown'd—Ey'n the lag /:/6 
Refts too ir hape of meeting, once again 

Its better half, never ta ſunder more. 


Nor ſhall it hope in vain. The time draws on 


When not a ſingle ſpot of burial earth, 
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Whetber on land, or in the ſpacious ſea, 

But muſt give back its long-committed duſt 
Inviolate :—and faithfully ſhall theſe _ 

Make up the full account ; nor the leaſt atom 
Embezzl'd, or miſlaid of the whole tale. 

Each $0UL ſhall have a 30D ready furniſh'd, 
And each ſhall have his own. Hence, ye profane! 
Aſk not how this can be? Sure the ſame pow'r 
That rear'd the piece at firſt, and took it down, 

Can re- aſſemble the looſe ſcatter'd parts, 

And put them as they were. —Almighty God 

Has done much more: nor is his arm impair'd 
Through length of days. And what he can he will : 
His faithfulneſs ſtands bound to ſee it done. 

When the dread trumpet ſounds, the ſlumb'ring duſt, 
(Not unattentive to the call), ſhall wake: 

And ev'ry joint poſſeſs its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown 

To its firſt ſtate.— Nor ſhall the conſcious Seal 
Miſtake its partner, but amidſt the croud 

Singling its other half into its arms, 

Shall ruſh with all th' impatience of a man 


That's new come home, who having long been abſent, | 


With haſte runs over ev'ry different room, 

In pain to ſee the whole. Thrice happy meeting ! 
Nor TIME, nor DEATH, ſhall ger part them more, 
Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night, 

We make the GRAVE our bed, and then are gone. 
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T us, at the ſhut of ev'n, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely brake 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 
wings and bears away. 
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Thr curfer tolls the nell of parting day; 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea: 

The plowman homely plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me, 


Now ſhades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 


And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds : 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
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Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

"The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewiſe ply her evening care : 

No children run to liſp their Sire's return, 
Or climb his knees, the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke 
How jocund did they drive their teem afteld ! | 


How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy. firoke ! 


en medk their ulifel bail. 


_ » Their homely joys and deſtiny obſcure ; 


Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour: 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave, 
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Nor you, ye Proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies riſe, 
Where thro' the long- drawn iſle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 
Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſoothe the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway d, 
Or wak'd to eeſtaſy the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll: 
Chill Penury repreſs d their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 
OP =} 


Some village Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood : 
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Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


"The applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to. deſpiſe; 


To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, | F 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes. 1 
Their lot forbade; nor cireumſeribeè' d alone N 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin d, 
: Forbade to wade thro' ſlaughter to a throne, O 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; Sc 
The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, Ex 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride, 6 Fo 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's lame. : Dc 
| oil tt, If 
Far from the madding crow's ignoble ſtrĩ fe, Son 
Their ſober wiſhes neyer learn'd to ftray ; | 
Along the cool ſequeſter d vale of life Ha 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. #C 
pe | * 
Yet ev'n theſe bones, from inſult to protect, 329 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 
t * 


With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck d, 
Implores the paſling tribute of a ſigh, | 
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Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd Muſe 


The place of fame and elegy ſupply : 
And many a holy text around ſhe ftrews, 
That teach the Om moralift to die. 


For who to dumb Nee a prey 

This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Det in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred Spirit ſhall enquire thy fate. 


Happly ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
* Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away 
© 'To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There, at the foot of ydhder nodding beech, 
That wreaths its old famaſtic roots ſo high; 
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His liſtleſs length at noon=tide nl he ſtreteh, 
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


K 


Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
Mutt'ring his way-ward fancies he would rove; 


«a * 


Or craz'd with care, or croſs d in hopeleſs love, 


© One morn I miſs'd Ys on the euſtom'd hill, 

Along the heath, and near his fav rite tree; ; 

Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


The next, with dirges due, in ſad array 


.1 — 


* 


Grav'd on the ſtone beneath you aged thorn, 


— 


Now dropping, woeful, wan, like one forlom, 


Slow thro' the church- way path we ſaw him borne, 
Approach, and read (for thou canſt read) the lay 


12 
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Here refts his head upon the lap of Earth, 


A youth to Fortune, and to Fame untnown ; 


Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, We 
| | 
Aud Melancholy mant d him for her owns 4 
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Large awas his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend; 
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He gave to mis ry all he had, à tear, 5 
He gain d frm Heav'n ('twas all he ed) a friend, 4 


1 


N farther ſeek his merits to diſchſe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abade, 
There they alike in trembling hope repoſe, ) : . 
T he boſom of his Father and his God. — 1 
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AN 


ODE. 


In the eleventh century, Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney Iſlands, went 
with a fleet of ſhips, and a conſiderable body of troops, into Ire- 


land, to the afſiſtance-of Syctryg with the ſilken beard, who 


| was then making war on his father-in-law, Brian king of Dublin; 
the Earl and all his forces were cut to pieces, and Sictryg was in 
danger of a total defeat ; but the enemy had a greater loſs by the 
death of Brian their king, who fell in the action. On Chriſt= 
mas-day, the day of battle, a native of Caithneſs in Scotland, 

ſaw, at a diſtance, a number of perſons on horſeback, riding 
full ſpeed towards a hill, and ſeeming to enter into it. Curio- 
fity led him to follow them, till looking through an opening in the 
rocks, he ſaw twelve gigantic figures reſembling women. They 
were all employed about a loom; and, as they wove, they ſung 


the following dreadful ſong ; which, when they had finiſhed, | 


they tore the web into twelve pieces, and (each taking her por- 
con) galloped fix to the North, and as many to the South. 


6 


N O W the ſtorm begins to low'r, 
(FHaſte, the loom of Hell prepare) 
Iron fleet of arrowy ſhower 
Hurtles in the darken'd air. 
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110 ru raTAL SISTERS. 2 
Olitt'ring lances are the loom, 
Where the duſky warp we ſtrain, 
Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 


See the grieſly texture grow, 
(Tis of human entrails made,) 
And the weights that play below, 
Each a gaſping warrior's head. 


Shafts for ſhuttles dipt in gore 
Shoot the trembling cords along, 
Sword, that once a monarch bore, 
Keep the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong. 


Miſta, black, terrific Maid, 
Sangrida, and Hilda ſee, 
Join, the wayward work toaid ; 
Tis the woof of victory. 


Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 

Pikes muſt ſhiver, jav'lins ſing, 
Blade with clatt'ring buckler meet, 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(Weare the crimſon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly, 


| THE FATAL SISTERS, 111 
N — 
Where our friends the conflict ſnare, | 
* Where they triumph, where they die. 


As the paths of fate we tread, 
| Wading through th' enſanguin'd field; 
Gondula and Geira ſpread 
| Ofer the youthful king your ſhield, 


We the reins to ſlaughter give 

| Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare : 
Spite of danger he ſhall live, 
{Weave the crimſon web of war.) 


They, whom once the dEſart beach 

Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample ſway ſhall rexel 
O'er the plenty of the plain, "We _— 


Low the dauntleſs Earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound ; 

Fate demands a nobler head ; 
Soon a king ſhall bite the ground. 


Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
Ne'er again his lik-neſs ſee ; 
Long her ſtrains in ſorrows ſteep, 
Strains of Immortality ! 
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Hurry, hurry to the field, 


Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the ſun. 

Siſters, weave the web of death; 
Siſters, ceaſe, the work is dune. 


Hail the taſk, and hail the hands 1 


Songs of joy and ttiumph ſing! 


Joy to the victorious bands; 


Triumph to the younger King. 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 
Learn the tenor of our ſong. 
Scotland, thro' each winding vale. 


Far and wide the notes prolong, 


het? Fm” ring faulcheon wield : 
Each beftride her ſable ſteed, 


